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BETTY WESTMINSTER. 



CHAPTER I. 



FIRST STEPS. 



"Wabrem's lathe and vice made such a noise 
np-stairs that dear Aunty could hear it no 
longer, and, so, they were removed into a 
little out-house, with a fire-place in it, in 
the wood-yard, where he could turn and file 
away to his heart's content, and not be in- 
dicted for it. This he called his " Work- 
shop." And Peter lending a hand, they 
furnished and fitted it up with everything 
necessary, even to a Windsor-chair a-piece, 
and one to spare, in which they could sit 
and enjoy themselves over the wood embers 
-T-one of Peter's delights was a wood -fire — 
and brew a cup of tea, and roast an eggy 
too, come a wet day, and work pressed, and 
they felt inclined to chat over it. 

VOL. n. B 
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And, though ^^ no admittance except on 
husiness" was an understood thing, Lucretia 
would continually come slipping in on one 
pretence or another ; and then would take 
a lesson in the ^^ Laws of Motion ;" and, 
that mastered, in tea-brewing of Peter ; or, 
while he was roasting the eggs, she would 
bake and butter the new rolls just out of 
the oven that ^e had brought with her 
piping hot in her apron. And, times after, 
had you asked her to tell you of the hap- 
piest hours of her life, she would probably 
have told you of those happy hours passed 
in the little ^^ Workshop'* out in the wood- 
yard, over the wood-fires, baking and butter- 
ing, and building up such beautiful castle > 
of content, that well might dear Aunty 
come peeping in, too, now and then, and 
taking a sip and a sly look, while lingering, 
listening to Peter's " nonsense ;" till they 
made such a horrible noise with their " car- 
penterings and ironmongerings," she could 
bear it no longer f — but there must be an 
end put to one thing— if she was to be de- 
serted in that manner, she must either get 
married, or find a companion ; for, hard- 
hearted as they were, she could fancy their 
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faces, if some morning they found her at 
the bottom of the carp-pond in[the orchard — 
lost for want of society." 

Warren's turn, as they call it, for Me- 
chanics showed itself before he was twelve 
years old ; when he would sit for hours by 
his mother's side, exploring with keenest 
interest such elementary works as Peter 
Borrington's book-shelves afforded him on 
Statics and Dynamics. 

The laws of motion held him chained 
down to his chair enchanted ; and when 
his mother or Aunty insisted on his getting 
up and putting the books by and going 
out to play, he would contrive to smuggle a 
volume into his pocket or under his jacket 
unseen, and, getting out of sight with ity 
leave bat and ball and hoop and all else for 
a quiet read again all alone in some snug 
comer; till, meal-time calling— there wai6 
the plate before him often almost un- 
touched, and his mother laying it all to the 
in-door sittings. 

But there was no deceiving Peter. He 
had noticed from the first this intense love 
in his pupil for the study of the mechanical 
sciences, and lent all his aid to promote 
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rather than discourage it. Peter was of 
opinion, that cceteris paribus^ the tree grew 
best that took its own bend ; and, further- 
more, that much or little of the after fruits 
that it bore, depended on the judicious, or 
otherwise, tilling and cultivating of the soil 
around it according to its natural properties 
and wants. He saw that Warren, like his 
mother, was fond of facts, and of making 
them the rule of his constant conduct, 
and of practically applying them to the 
every-day business of life; and doubted 
not, that, left to his own choice, his was the 
sort of mind had best take its own bias ; nor 
had he any fear whatever that such studies 
as Warren seemed most to delight in — 
having for their aim the knowledge of the 
laws of Nature— would lead him from the 
given paths that tend to peace ; would do 
otherwise than at every step acknowledge 
and testify to the glory and goodness of his 
God ; but for which he had tossed all the 
Sciences into the flames, and preferred to 
see him a Christian clod-hopper, rather, 
than, at the expense of one word of the 
True Law, the greatest philosopher that 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 

ever walked with his head in the skies, 
discerniDg everything but his God and his 
Maker there. 

Thus set going, Warren wanted no spur 
but his own free will to speed him onward. 
Once having got a sight of the treasures 
beneath, down he dived into the boundless 
seas of enquiry and research opened to him, 
grasping at the pearls of Truth all around 
him in such numbers that he could not 
gather them fast enough ; till, bewildered 
and exhausted, up he came again for breath, 
and to collect his dazzled senses ; then down 
again ; then up ; then down : — so that 
Peter himself was obliged at last to come 
to the rescue, and, for the future, if there 
was to be any peace with his mother, to 
tether him down within certain reasonable 
limits— or, what if Aunt Barbara should 
carry her threats into execution, and " take 
and make a bonfire of all those rubbishing 
shelvesful?" 

But Warren had got a glimpse of the 
pearls, and, tether him as they might, who 
but Peter himself had taught him the art 
of diving? And, keep him out of it at 
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meal-times as they would, there were 
twelve hours in the day, and two or three, 
besides, of a night, after Aunty was fast- 
asleep ; and, so that he was up and on bis 
pony or his legs for an hour's run before 
breakfast, and not a rose was missing when 
Lueretia came to count them— was not that 
enough ? So, Peter often had an early call 
while he was among his cabbages and cauli- 
flowers, and a pair of sturdy little hands, 
too, to dig and hoe a bit for him, and 
roses enough, too, to take home to Aunt 
Barbara and his mother. 

Enquiry followed enquiry, fresh wonders 
opening at erery turn, and on went the 
dippings and divings still deeper and deeper. 

The laws of Motion comprehended, next 
came Gravity, with all its striking pheno- 
mena-— its descriptive machines, its convin- 
cing examples, and applications, and illus- 
trations. Then the battering-ram; and 
the pile-dyiving engine ; and the pendulum ; 
and isochronism, or equality of time. Then 
curvilinear-motion ; water running from a 
cask; projectile forces; parabola, (fee, <&c. 

But here Lueretia became seriously 
alarmed, and Aunty absolutely furious ! and 
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master Warren was forced to give in, and 
for a time be content to chew the cud, ^^ so 
to speak, '^ as Mr. Plover would have said, 
of what he had already gorged. 

Some good cross-country rides, however, 
with Peter, and rough-rambles with his 
fishing-rod, soon brought the roses back 
again, and, with them, permission, under 
certain restrictions, to take a peep now and 
then at the forbidden sweets ; — till, the 
roses blowing thicker and thicker, just a 
glance for a treat at the centre of gravity 
could do no harm. And then, with a 
scamper over the heather of an afternoon, 
centres of magnitude, or dimensiou-what 
of them ? or, of leaning-powers ; or in- 
clined-planes ; or equilibriums; or vibra- 
ting-figures; or mechanical deceptions of 
cylinder and double cone ; or laws of velocity 
and rotary motion, of spinning tops ; and 
pyramids, &c.— what of them ? And, keep 
but the roses blowing, what of such simple, 
easy matters, as fin^g the centre of gra* 
vity of squares; parallelograffls ; and 
circles; centres of gravity also, whether 
centres of inertia, with the lines parallel 
that form triangles ? 
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Then— the roses in full blossom only— 
what was there to terrify Aunty in the 
Laws of Leverage? Glory to him whose 
glorious brain first developed and applied 
those powers stupendous ! There was a 
moral triumph over matter 1 and Warren's 
eyes danced enraptured as he thought of it. 

First kind :— Law of virtual velocities ; 
mechanical efficacy of machines —here was 
a field— and the afternoon scampers grew 
shorter and shorter. 

Second kind :— No, Aunty had been on 
the watch for a day or two, and, pouncing 
out, caught him in the fact ; and, but for a 
sharp run for it, safe had gone the book 
into her pocket. As it was, he got home 
first ; *^ but let her catch him with that 
trash again in his hand of an afternoon, 
and he should be packed off to Winchester, 
as sure as she was his Aunt Barbara.*' 

Aunty ran up to London on one of her 
little combined business and pleasure visits 
for a week ; and somehow the trash found 
its way, through Esther, back to its rightful 
owner. 

" Joy, joy 1 Now wouldn't he have a 
treat ?" 
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" Ah-— second kind— so it was ! and, his 
eye running down the page, under third 
kind came Turning-Lathe ; and, laying down 
the book, as Peter entered :— " How much 
would a turning lathe cost, sb: ?" he asked 
with flashing eyes. 

" It depends on the size and sort." 

Whereupon a little conversation ensued 
on what the book said of the two kinds he 
was reading of-of the difference between 
them — of compound leverage of obUque 
action of the power and weight, of rec- 
tangular lever ; bent lever balance ; double 
fulcrums ; and then, back again to the third 
kind, of foot-board of turning-lathe, <S;c., 
" Oh, how happy he should be if he could 
get a tummg-lathe !" 

Next day Peter had some talk with Lu- 
cretia about it 

" How would it agree with the roses ?'' 
she was anxious first to know. 

" A fresh blow for them, I think," said 
Peter. " See how the thought of it only 
brought them all up into his cheeks again/' 

True ; and, taking pen and paper. Aunty 
got full instructions next morning, " what 
to do, and where to go, and not to spare 

B 2 
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for a trifle ; in short, to pack off with all 
conveoient speed a Turning-Lathe of the 
hest make, and of the size and sort, &c., 
mentioned, with all appurtenances complete, 
directed to Mr. Warren Woodford, The 
Briers, Rexhury, Herefordshire. And, 
moreover, whatever might be the cost, to 
pay it Icheerfully, and put it down in the 
tablets of her heart to the conjoint account 
of Peter Borrington, clerk, and Lucretia 
Woodford, widow ; and, as in duty bound, 
they would ever pray, &c." 

And so it was that the lathe came down 
—and the lathe was put up— and the lathe 
went to work — and the lathe turned out 
such wonders that surprised even Peter 
himself exceedingly ! 

Genius is apt to be discursive, to take 
sudden flights from one subject to another, 
freaks of fancy out of all common rule, 
though tolerably consistent in themselves, 
and graduating sufficiently too, from pre- 
mises to consequences, more so than many 
imagine, who may judge them. 

Well, after a little while, quite a new 
" freak," as Aunty called it, seized master 
Warren's brain. 
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Not content with the lathe, he must try 
his hand on what he could do with iron. 
He had watched Abel Rudge, the smith 
among other matters, making a new look to 
an old blunderbuss, and it had excited in 
him an interest in the metal he had never 
felt before. The grandest results oftenest 
spring from the smaUest fii^t causes. 
Warren felt sure he could beat that clumsy 
thing of Abel Budge's hollow ; and, going 
to Peter, unbosomed it all to him. 

A drive over to Ross wasi the eoqaequeoce. 
A stout case followed from the ironmonger 
there ; and Aunty, finding it was of no use 
to storm any siore, and '^ wear and wwry 
herself into a skeleton," relapsed for a day 
or two into moody silence, when finding her 
tongue, as Warren, edging himself between 
her and his mother on the sofa, whispered 
in her ear : — " don't fret any more, I shall 
take a ride or a walk with you every day, if 
it don't rain :"^" Well, wdl," she said, 
^^ in for a penny, in fpr a pound, I suppose. 
Yes, you may well hide your hands'—pretty 
things am't they ? Only don't be thinking, 
or Peter either, that, set up h^eabouts, I'll 
give you any of my work to do, miad that ! 
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Abel has had the shoeing and odd jobs here 
and about, and his father before him, 
before I was bom or thought of, and 
he shan't have the bread taken out of his 
mouth that way. Peter may do as he Ukes 
about employing you ; I won't, and that's 
flat ; you shall never shoe beast of mine, 
if I know it." 

A kiss, in answer, would more than have 
sufficed at any other time ; but, seeing Peter 
coming through the wicket. Aunty was not 
going to be caught with her old cap on, 
making it up ; and, slapping his face for 
his pains, off she ran up stairs, — ^with all 
her pretended gravity, *' as full of fun and 
good nature," Peter said, " as when she 
was sixteen." 

By and bye the mystery of the closed 
doors, and '^ no admittance,'* except to 
Peter alone, was solved — when out came, 
perfect at all points, a miniature Pocket- 
Pistol complete, on a new and improved 
principle; and the joy of his mother 
was one of the great memorabilia of 
her life 1 

Aunt Barbara looked, and winked, hardly 
knowing whether to be pleased or not. 
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" Would it go oflf," eh, " if I pulled the 
trigger ?" she asked. 

" See," said Warren, cocking it, and, un- 
observed, putting on a percussion-cap quick 
as thought. 

Shutting her eyes tight. Aunty puUed— 
bang I — and falling back in her chair with 
a scream, Warren set up such a roar that 
Peter had enough to do to keep his coun- 
tenance. Well for him, however, that he 
did ; for, though Lucretia, at first, thought 
she really was hurt, by her covering her 
face with both hands, Peter knew better. 
An eye was on him through two fingers, 
watching him like a lynx; and pulling, a 
long look, — " I must request, sir, you will 
not be be so selfish,*' said he gravely, " but 
will have regard to other people's nerves, if 
you have none for your own. It may be 
very good fun for jrou, sir, but I must, once 
for all, have you clearly to understand that 
Kexbury is a decent, quiet, orderly place, 
and if you think to be frightening the 
women and poultry all out of their senses 
with your pistoUings and poppings, as long 
as Peter Borrington has a seat, sir, on 
the Bench, you are wofuUy mistaken. I 
shall, not hesitate to act like a magistrate 
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ought, commit you for three months. Yes, 
and if I see you laugh, sir, give you a year 
and a half of it, while I am about it. I 
have the power, sin and see if I won't use 
it, if anyone oflfend me." 

" Would you like to see how far it will 
carry?" asked Warren, addressing his 
mother?" 

"Of all things ;"— and Peter offering his 
arm to Aunty, a mov6 was made to the 
paddock ; and Humphrey having stuck up 
a sheet of paper at full ten yards, though, 
not having measured it, he called it twenty 
at random :■— " now then,** said Warren— 
and, sure enough, the paper was riddled like 
a cullender all over with little^ holes. 

Aunty was forced to admit that " there 
the holes were ;*' which perfectly satisfying 
Warren—" now let master Abel Budge 
look out," said he elatedly ; " I'll show him 
something else, after a bit, will beat that 

hoUow !'' 

A ride or two over to Ross all alone on 
the pony told Peter that really something 
was in the wind to surprise him I and when 
in a day or two after—No Admittance, no, 
not even to his mother, was the order, he 
rubbed his hands with a keen joy that made 
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him look so handsome in Lucretia's c^es, it 
was just as well Aunty could not get at her 
thoughts, though she offered a penny for 
them— a sign she thought they were worth 
a pound at least, however unconcerned and 
indifferent she might pretend to be about it. 

In plain phrase, Aunty was jealous. 

Singular enough, Abel Rudge also had 
knocked up a little '^ workshop" in the 
rear of his smithy, and was heard at work 
on something, early and late, which not 
even his wife could give any account of. 
Poor Abel had made a figure in the world, 
with better chances and somewhat more 
energy. His skill and ingenuity had done 
good service to himself as well as others, if 
his industry had only kept pace with his 
ability. His head could devise the right 
thing, and his great heart bum, for a while, 
at the thought of it ; but the flame soon 
went out for want of steady feeding. 
While about it, not a cleverer artificer of 
his craft than Abel Budge ; and the many 
other ingenious things, besides gunneries, 
that he could do out of his own proper line 
was something curious. Abel was one of 
those who had better have remained a 
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journeyman on thirty shillings a week all 
his life, than heen his own master. Directly 
he got a wife, and hecame that, his fertile 
hrain took flights in all directions. There 
was a fortune at his finger-ends with every 
fresh scheme he undertook, to surpass the 
last a hundred-fold ! So, he was always at 
something fresh, and the fingers went on as 
usual, but the fortune did not come. Then, 
he was a joUy fellow, too, and loved a can 
and pipe, and could sing a song with the 
best, or tell a story ; and the arm-chair by 
Nancy Hooper's ingle side of " The Six 
Bells," never looked as it ought, all of 
them said, unless Abel Rudge was in it. In 
short, trv as he would, the Vicar could do 
nothing lasting with him. 

Well, what was Abel at now ? 

Time would show. 

One fine morning, about three months 
after the pistol-scene, came cards of invita- 
tion from Warren to the Rev. Peter Bor- 
rington, and to Miss Barbara Woodford, 
and to Mrs. Frederick Woodford, and to 
two or three others of his intimate and 
approving friends at Rexbury, to assemble 
and. assist, weather permitting, at 1 2, a. m., 
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on the day following, at a Grand Artillery 
Match, to come oflF, the fates willing, 
between himself and master Abel Rudge, in 
" The Briers" home-paddock. 

The fates smiled as they will sometimes 
on their favourites ; the skies were without 
a cloud ; Aunt Barbara's face was the only 
one was over-cast, but that Peter saw was 
all sham ; Lucretia's state of curiosity and 
suspense getting almost intolerable : — when, 
as twelve struck, amidst deafening shouts 
from the smock-frocks and corduroys 
assembled under the ash-clump, out marched 
Abel Rudge and Warren Woodford, each 
shouldering a bran-new blunderbuss ; and, 
taking their places before the targets 
pitched for the occasion,— first, a shrill blast 
from a cow's-hom drew Aunt Barbara's face 
up into all manner of shapes ; and then, 
the signal being given by Peter— the 
famous trial of the fruits of their six 
months close-closetting came off in splen- 
did style 1 

A dozen rounds were to decide it. 

Alexander Champion, the constable, was 
umpire. 

" Oh, her poor head ! Stand it any 
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longer could Aunt Barbara? No, she 
wouldn^t I" 

Lucky I— it was over. 

And now to which of them was Peter's 
prize of the silver powder-horn and belt to 
be adjudged ? 

" What said the scores ?** 

^^ 237 shots in Abel Rudge's target, inside 
the black, and fourteen out." 

"244, in all, in Warren Woodford's, 
none out." 

Peter thought " it was pretty even." 

" Hurrah— hurrah I I" 

" How said Alexander Champion ?*' 

" Mr. Warren has won the day,** 

" That's it," cried Abel. 

Warren walked up to Abel's target with 
Peter ; and, while counting over the sbots 
^ain— " What's this ?" said he, calling to 
Alexander Champion, and pointing to a 
single shot-hole just within the gold, but so 
slightly marked as hardly at first sight to 
be perceptible. 

" Sure enough so it is," said Alexander — 
" one in the gold, that's true, for Abel 
Rudge." 

" Hurrah-hurrah ! I" 
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" That stands for how many ?" asked 
Peter. 

" Six." 

" Hurrah— hurrah 1 !"— and, taking the 
prize from Peter, while Lucretia's heart 
beat so with delight and pride it nearly 
choked her, Warren buckled it on Abel's 
broad diest with his own hands, amidst such 
deafening thunders of applause, that, clap- 
ping her palms to her ears, Aunt Barbara 
took to her heels-^forthwith "to give 
Humphrey strict orders, as he valued his 
place, and Clough, too, not to suffer one 
throat, out there under the ash-clump, to go 
away, after bawling themselves hoarse like 
that, without a mouthful at any rate to 
save the doctor ? or, be sure, Peter would 
have them all over to the Parsonage, and 
she knew what his small beer was as well 
as they did." 

And now, borne in triumph by Peter 
himself into the house, was ever blunderbuss 
so highly honoured as that blunderbuss of 
Warren's handicraft, out of the little wood- 
yard " workshop," was that day at Rexbury? 

" And you made all of it., every bit, 
yourself?" asked Aunty, throwing up her 
hands amazed ! 



20 BETTY WESTMINSTER. 

" All but the barrel," explained Warren, 
" that was George FuUard's, down from 
London." 

" And the ramrod— and put that little 
bit of silver for the crest in the stock, all 
yourself?" 

" Yes all — that is, Abel helped me case- 
harden the springs, and lent me a lot of 
tools of course— of course I couldn't have 
done it at all without him." 

. Peter knew better than that ; but Lucretia 
was making such a booby of herself with 
the blunderbuss in her arms that there was 
no fear he would come short any how ; and 
so he left it to them both, when up stairs 
and no eyes were on them, to settle it as 
they pleased. 

And the settlement was just such as any- 
one might have been sure of:— "not a 
pellet should ever again enter that barrel. 
No— there it should lie, as she then and 
there deposited it away with other rare 
treasures, encased in lavender, a precious 
memorial of the skill and devemess of 
those dear hands, so delicate, yet so in- 
dustrious ! a matchless trophy, to go down 
through ages to come to the end of time, if 
her heart could have its way ; and to be 
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looked at by them all, with suitable re- 
joicings, on that same day every year ; and 
as much oftener as they wished— provided 
always, she herself was present to show it, 
and see that no harm happened to it** 

In all which Aunty most cordially con- 
curred. Only she must be allowed to say 
one thing once for all : — " There had never 
been a blacksmith in the family as yet, 
and heaven in its mercy defend there ever 
should be," 

Aunt Barbara need not have fretted 
about it. 

The fit over, the fancy gratified, Warren 
looked at the trophy in lavender, well 
pleased with Ibe pleasure Peter seemed to 
find in it, but the forge was not his forte ; 
and, returning to Peter*s shelves, for a 
long while the padlock remained on the 
'' workshop" door, and for months the key 
had not been turned in it. 

And Lucretia began to look wistfully 
again at those cheeks, and to number 
the roses. 

What he once had learnt Warren never 
foi^ot ; and, his mind again absorbed in 
Peter's shelves, not one wonderful fact of 
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all he had treasured up there had escaped 
his memory. His short ** fast,** as he 
called it, had redoubled his appetite ; and 
to it he went again with such relish^ that 
well might his mother cast jealous looks 
anew at those books, and count the roses, to 
see if one was missing. 

The ^ beam supported by two fuLcrunis* 
had been his last study. What vast fields yet 
lay open and untrodden b^ore him ! 

And now came the wheel and* axle ; 
virtual velocities ; capstan ; and compoond 
wheel work. Then, the watch and clock ; 
action of the iusee ; water wheels ; overshots, 
and und^rshots; breast wheel; vvindmills; 
borse-power ; cranes ; circular-cages ; tread- 
mills ; roasting-jacks, &c., &c. 

Then — as the roses failed not, and should 
not if he could help it— the pulley, fixed, 
and moveable; then, again^ virtual velo- 
cities ; and friction-rollers. Then, inclined 
planes ; the application of the composition 
and resolution of forces ; double phmes ; 
mclinations ; stairs ; and launching of ships. 

Then— still the roses out— the wedge; 
then, the screw ; the nut ; the book-bmder's 
press; Hunter^s screw; endless screw, 
ifcc*, ike. 
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Then^ friction and its laws;— and what 
else it is not for these pages to tell. Time 
has shown what else, and with what results 
in plenty. And time has a irast deal more 
than all that in its womb yet to bring forth, 
of wonders on wonders I have not as yet so 
much as entered man's mind ! to conceive. 

" The laws of friction !" and Aunty 
threw herself back in her chair, out of all 
patience. 

" Whafs to be done ?" sighed Lucretia. 

" Leave him alone," advised Peter. 
" What of them ?"-snapping his fingers- 
^' AU easy as pap, go to his work as he 
does. Patience. He has only come to the 
first little hill yet, just for a breathing. 
Leave him alone, and he'll get over, safe 
enough, bigger mountains than those, or 
any others you dream of.' 



CHAPTER IL 



HAS A PEW WOEDS TO SAY ABOUT PETEb's 
PARENTAGE; AND HOW IT WAS THAT HE 
WAS BIADE VICAR OF REXBURT. 



The reader who may feel any interest in 
Peter Borrington will not object to a few 
pages being devoted to him here; other- 
wise, he or she can skip over to the next 
chapter without any particular link lost in 
the story. 

The study of Natural Philosophy had 
been a favourite recreation of Peter Bor- 
rington's from his boyhood. No wonder, 
then, that he regarded Warren Woodford's 
love for it with satisfaction. 

Peter, like Warren, was left fatherless 
from infancy ; but, unlike his pupil, he had 
no kind Aunt's open house and arms to 
oflfer him a welcoming shelter and a happy 
home ; and, with his mother, he was forced 
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and worthy man, living within a mile of 
her; and, though his master, a Welch 
doctor of Divinity, had heen less of a true 
scholar than he was, Peter had brought his 
mother back good interest for her gown- 
money. 

Here, under good Dr. Moi^an Lloyd, it 

was, that the ground-work was kdd, with 

Peter, on which the future man, as we have 

found him, was built. Here it was Peter 

had learnt what strength was in him, and 

the best way to put it out, and make it 

useful. Here it was he was taught the only 

right meaning and intent of Sibi Quisque, 

Every Man For Himself. And from here 

it was he dated '^ the spring and source of 

those best joys of his life, which, as the 

surest test of their value,*' he used to say, 

** had brought him most earthly peace." 

But the Doctor had no right to all the 
praise. Hand in hand with him went 
Charlotte Borrington. The two disciplines 
never clashed. Their purpose was identical 
their plans the same ; — and the good work 
progressed as only those works progress, 
where the principles work well together, and 
their unity is real strength. 
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Though a lady born, as truly so as any 
in the land, Charlotte Borrington had two 
hands of her own, and knew the value of 
them. And really when any woman, lady, 
or otherwise, juirt considers for a moment 
of what almost incredible achievements 
those two little members of hers are ca- 
pable,, well she may be proud of them ! 
especially should the time ever come, as in 
Charlotte's case, when not a finger but has 
its appointed use, its work to do ; and can do 
it, and well, too, if it will, much easier and 
happier, than, by lying idle in the lap, or 
crocheting collars, as a make beUeve. 

Till her husband^s death, Charlotte Bor^ 
rington had eaten of his bread alone, and 
thought it sweet. And so it was, and fairly 
so. But oh, what a flavomr in that last 
^ce which she and Peter sometimes shared 
together of evenings, during first struggles, 
when, every crumb had to be weighed for 
its worth ! — well content, rather than find 
another sixpence just at that moment for 
the baker. 

But how came Charlotte, a lady-bom, to 
have to look twice at the sixpences before 
she spent one ? 
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but another sort of pride stepped in, and 
then out went the other — they could not 
abide together. 

" Woman's rights and wrongs !"— Char- 
lotte had read and heard a good deal about 
them both ; and was of opinion, " that, in 
general, women rejoiced m quite as many of 
the one as became them ; and, with regard 
to the other, if true, the remedy lay, in the 
majority of cases, more with themselves 
than they supposed^ Had men only '' a 
prescriptive right," it was asked, to be sole 
rulers, to be the lords and masters they had 
made themselves ? Yes, if they deserved it, 
and could maintain their right by force of 
reason. Who did the work? To the 
workman give the pay — that was only fair 
and reasonable. As she had read in an 
able article in the leading literary journal of 
the da), on Woman's industrial and Social 
Position : — " Wherever woman had shown 
breadth and strength of character, sound 
judgment, self-control, and the qualities 
that made man a master, they had had 
power, and influence, and reverence accord- 
ingly." 
And again :— " When they opened their 
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eyes and hearts, they would see that their 
wrongs and disabilities had there source 
mainly in themselves,; that thej could be 
strong and free only on the same terms on 
which men and nations can obtain their 
freedom, vi^., that of showing themselves 
capable of obtaining and holding it." 

In short, Charlotte Bondngton, though a 
wonian, considered herself a rational being ; 
and, so ihinldng, . and blessed witL a fair 
share of useful knowledge, and strength, 
and common sense, as well as beauty, deemed 
she must be useful as well as ornamental ; 
and, by putting out the strength and judg* 
ment that God had given her, could do 
better thaoi ^e, aJad languiiA, and croak 
about her ^^ wvongsl'^wish herself a inan— 
wish herself . anything but what her Maker 
meant her fbr. 

So, Charlotte contrived to do without 
trouUing her friends ; to pay her rent and 
rates and taxes to a day; send Peter to 
school ; and, when ha came bomie, have the 
pot boiling, too, aft^ a £ashion^ 

How she did it does not appertain to our 
{»*esent story. She did do it, and without 
spoiling her hands. There were no rings, 
on them, true, but her wedding ring and its 
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guard ; but wc happen to know, she had a 
splendid diamond hoop up stairs, and 
another of emeralds, and a beautiful ruby 
half-hoop, and a turquoise set with pearls 
and little diamonds, that some old duchesses 
would have given a front tooth for. But 
there they lay up stairs in their little 
morocco boxes, and never saw the light ; 
till one evening, when Morgan Lloyd came 
to drink tea with them, the conversation 
turning on jewehy as ornaments, up went 
Charlotte, and, bringing down her treasures, 
laid them out on the table for the Doctor's 
inspection. 

^' Let's look at your hands again now," 
said he, after examiniyig them a little, — '^ yes 
— that will do— I thought so— now go and 
put them all up again— yes, the hands of 
all others for handsome rings to be proud 
upon." 

" You know, don't you, what he meant 
about the rings ?" asked Peter, taking his 
mother's fingers in his, and looking at them 
fondly, as soon as the doctor was gone. 

" What r 

" Don't you know ? — That the hands to 
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wear handsome rings on ought to be just 
like yours." 

^^ Nonsense ! Like mine, and pack them 
all off up stairs again ?" 

" Hands, of course— don't you see — 
hands that set off the rings as much as the 
rings set off them ? Both so beautiful, by 
themselves — now don't you see — both so 
beautiful, they can do very well without 
each other ?" 

Charlotte never felt less inclined for 
jewelry than she did at that moment ; nor 
had ever thought her hands looked so 
charmingly lady-like as they did then, naked 
as nature fashioned them. 

Well, Charlotte got on, somehow, without 
troubling her friends. It was by a very 
simple process, after a plain rule of practice 
would keep thousands of other poor pots 
boiling, too, choose but how to rightly go 
to work to get together the fuel for them. 

In Peter, true, Charlotte had a good son. 
In perfect concert, what will not love like 
theirs achieve ? What gold can never do. 

And now, without worship of their wealth, 
Charlotte could go to her rich friends, and, 
say to them—" Do something for my boy ?" 

c 2 
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And Uncle Jonathan asked him " What 
he would like to be ? He was candidly to 
speak his mind." 

Peter had been brought up to speak the 
truth, and nothing but the truth ; and, so 
taught, never supposed but that others spoke 
it. and meant it, too. 

" What would you like to be ?" asked 
Uncle Jonathan. 

" A civil engineer," 

His uncle stared at him. " A civil 
engineer ?" 

"Yes, of all things!" 

" H— m— eh— what say you to being a 
parson ?" 

Peter's eyes fell on the carpet for a 
moment— then sought his mother's^-and, 
then recovering himself,—" To be a parson, 
I must first go to college, mustn't I?" 
said he. 

" Of course." 

Again mother and son's eyes met. 

Peter read to the bottom of the heart 
that spoke in that look :— " Would I could 
send you there ;" it said, " but where is the 
money to come from ?" 

Uncle Jonathan had an eye to read 
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thoughts, when so imnded, as well as P^ter. 
He was a priest himself, and, though par- 
simonious, well off, and had heard tnany 
good things spoken of his nephew. 

" Has he ever felt any wish, any call 
for the church ?" he asked, addressing his 
mother. 

" No," answered Peter for himself. 

" H— m— otherwiae:^! think— I have no 
doubt— his Uncle Stephen might one of 
these days do something for him.'' ' 

'* Though he has not felt the call as yet," 
put in Charlotte — for the church for him 
had always been her heart's first wish—'* he 
is very young ; and, if he thonght" — 

" Yes, yes— I see," caught up Uncle 
Jonathan—" that's very likely. Well, he 
must turn it over. Stephen has a small 
Hving in his gift at Eexbiwryi in Hereford- 
shire, must fall in before very long. Let's 
see— the present incumbent must be, I think, 
in his sixty-ninth year. Mind, I don't 
know— I cannot say— I will n,ot btad myself 
— but I think— nay, I hope, and believe, 
that if he take to the church — take and 
stick to it as he ought—his Uncle Stephen 
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may be a good friend to him one of 
these days." 

Chariotte*s lip quivered. 

" Meanwhile — h—m— yes— that's true- 
funds will be wanting— where are they to 
come from ?** 

^^ Charlotte's thoughts flew to the little 
policy in " The Rock." 

" You have an insurance on your life, you 
told me ?" 

" Yes." 

" The premiums all paid up ?" 

" All." 

*^ H—m— let's see— £150a-year, for three 
years, at Brazennose, or Magdalen— that 
would get him his B. A. —get it well. He 
might spend double that, and be plucked. 
I did it for little more myself." 

Charlotte's heart beat faster and faster. 

" Well, that would be £460— say £500, 
for the three years. How much is the 
policy for ?" 

•' Seven hundred pounds." 

" Without bonuses ?" 

" Yes." 

^^ And the premiums, you say, all paid up?'* 
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The proud flush of honest independence 
that glowed in Charlotte's eyes and cheeks 
at the question, said as plainly as words 
could, that she had already replied to it ; 
and was rather surprised, and a little hurt, 
at its being repeated. 

Poor Charlotte I she forgot that she was 
going begging that day ; and that priests 
were a little curious, and inquisitive, and 
suspicious, and mean-minded sometimes, as 
well as other mortals. 

" How you could have kept them up," ten- 
derly ventured Uncle Jonathan, dropping 
his eyes on his knees '^ has often puzzled me." 

Charlotte knew one thing— that Uncle 
Jonathan had never contributed a farthing 
to it, nor any other of her friends but her 
own head and hands ; and thought, if she 
had been in his place she would have said 
nothing about it. 

" It does you the greatest credit." 

Charlotte's conscience told her as much 
now, as it had done a hundred times before, 
when no other voice but that had come to 
comfort and encourage her ; and for the life 
of her she could not find it in her heart to 
thank him for it. 
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" Well," went on Uqcle JoDiatl^^n after 
a short pause—" we npiust ih\xii}s, of it among' 
us. This I don't mind saying that is, sup^ 
posing Peter really and seriously embrace 
the church in the spirit that he ought to dp 
—and must do, to please his Uncl^ 
Stephen-I dont mind saying thus. much- 
that, if— h— m— yes— if you wiU give— give 
me security for it— which ypu, may do easily, 
I think— place the policy^ say, in my hapds 
—merely as a matter of good faith between 
us— make over the policy to me, a^ security ; 
—-then I say, I don't know that I should 
mind advancing— say £600, in all, to carry 
him through it. Then, a curacy for a while 
— yes— if for the first five years, and plenty 
to do, all the better— aud then, when 
Rexbury falls in— all I cai) say is, if 
Stephen's willing, and he get that— he may 
think himself a very lucky fellow 1" 

Did Charlotte sleep a wink hardly that 
night? or had she but one all-absorbing 
thought uppermost, while Peter was taking 
time to properly turn it over in his mind 
before deciding about it ? 

And when he had decided ; when, 
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throwing his arms round her neck, he told 
her it was all settled with his own heart, 
and that a parson he would be— slept she 
any better for many a night afterwards, 
thinking of the pride and joy in store for 
them both, when she should hear him preach 
his first sermon, and so reap the precious 
longed-for fruits of all her love and labours 
for him. 

And that day came at last. 

After a brilliant career at his college, 
during which Peter signalized himself for 
more things than his tutors took credit for, 
the world found him a man, as well as a 
scholar and divine, and a right hale, open, 
and honest one, too, with a heart brimful of 
goodness as well as a head crammed full of 
the classics. And. as^ the world then found 
him, so he went on, improving gradually^ 
which he used always to say " he preferred, 
for himself, to those sudden leaps into 
spiritual emancipation which some took, at a 
bound, from college bondage into clerical 
beatitudes. 

Charlotte lived to hear the Rev. Peter 
BorringtOn preach his first sermon in 
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Rexbury Church, as its new Vicar. She 
lived to receive back the policy from Uncle 
Jonathan, a free and full gift from his own 
hands^ at his death, in token of his high 
esteem and deep regard for her sterling 
worth and virtues. She lived to see her 
son revered and beloved by all who knew 
him— a pattern, to her mind, of simple truths 
and meanings— of what a Christian minister 
should be — a great, only because a really 
good man ; and good, because he followed 
not the fashions of the world, but, fashioned 
himself after One Model alone. Who made 
His Father's Will His chief concern, and 
never turned His face from any one in need ; 
— :and then, having lived long enough to see 
her work done, and done well, Charlotte 
diedj in the happy consciousness of having, 
to the best of her poor abilities, fulfilled her 
duty throughout a life of no ordinary trials 
and anxieties. 

Thus the reader has before him a slight 
outline of that part in particular of Peter 
Borrington's history which led to his going 
to the church, and falling into the pleasant 
vicarage of Rexbury. And this is all that 
need be known of it now; his early 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 41 

meetings in one part of the world or 
another with Barbara Woodford, being 
matters, however highly interesting to 
themselves, that the world may possibly not 
see the importance of that they attached 
to them. 



CHAPTER III. 



THE COUNSELS OP THE HEARTS. 



There are some turns of mind may be 
safely left to their own guidance. Warren 
Woodford's was one of them. But, then, 
true as the needle to its point was his 
Truth by which he steered his course. And 
this all precious Truth was Peter's key-stone 
to the arch— the more it had to bear and 
resist, the safer it became; be but quite 
sure there, and no need to wince or waver 
load it everso. 

Peter was very proud of his pupil, and 
he had cause to be. True, he formed him 
after a treasured model of his own ; and 
other pleasant associations than that had 
their weight no doubt. How it might have 
been, had he turned out diflFerently - with- 
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out the simple tnithfalness, the plain matter 
of fact straightforwardness, the fearless 
candour, and firm decision of character, 
that marked his own every thought and 
action, there is no telling. In that case, 
prohably, the other pleasing associations, in 
which Barbara Woodford and his mother 
had a fair share, would have gained some- 
thing for him; but not the whole heart 
that, as it was, he, Warrm, was almost as 
much master of as Peter was himself. 

" To be master of Peter Bonington's 
heart, was/' Lucretia used often to say, 
when Warren would come with beaming 
eyes to her with some freeh token of his 
power over him, "a greater credit in her 
mmd, than if he were lord over the Czar 
himself." 

" The Czar I The ninny, yes, I should 
think so," would Aunt Barbara cry ; ^^ who 
is he ? Though he can chop off all their 
heads like this" — suiting the action to the 
word with her scissors round a dead rose- 
bud — " chop them all off like that— he, 
what's he? — ^the biggest slave in all the 
Bussias, with all his mightiness. Be lord 
and master over him ! Better be David 
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H arding, the overseer, down jonder, for he 
is a great man, and under the law, and 
can't, if he would, chop the little boys and 
girls' heads off, if they don't bow and duck 
to him, when he meets them of a Sunday/ 
Then, something was due, very likely, to 
Peter's rigid utilitarian habits, and Dolly's 
hoUand overalls, weighed against Aunt 
Barbara's costly coquetries and semi-Indian 
love of ease and elegancies. Certain, 
Warren felt quite as much at his ease at the 
Parsonage as he did at '' The Briers ;" and 
once had nearly got into a pretty scrape 
with Aunty, who, coming suddenly into the 
drawing-room one day, when he thought 
she was out, and had taken the opportunity, 
just to see the effect, of sweeping all the 
ornaments off the mantle-piece and consoles 
into a heap on the carpet, --caught him 
clapping his hands as if he had done a very 
meritorious action ! and lucky for him that 
Peter happened to drop in at the moment 
and, preserving his countenance, gave him 
such a trouncing for his pains, he was fain, 
for escape to fly up stairs to his mother, and 
have his laugh out with her without let or 
hinderance; Peter, meanwhile, replacing 
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the ornaments to the best of his taste as he 
fancied they ought to go ; till screaming at 
him, as, in a fit of utter forgetfulness, he 
turned a lot of little Indian china cups on 
their bottoms instead of their brims, as 
should have been :— he, too, was forced to 
take precipitately to his heels ; nor dared 
he show his face again there for twenty-four 
hours; and not then till a little three- 
cornered relenting note came to invite him 
back again. 

" Saw you ever the child of luxury, Peter 
would often say to Lucretia, " master of 
the metal of which great men are made ? 
Look back where you will, search the 
annals— heard any one ever of the son of a 
Judge, or First Lord of the Treasury, suc- 
ceeding his father i^ Archbishops may 
make bishops some day of their boys, that s 
another matter, and not surprising. 

But, pray, why is not Judge Borringtons 
son to be a judge as well as Archbishop 
Boniface's a bishop ? And so he might be, 
if Ke would only please to do as his father 
did before him— rise up early, work well, 
while yet the day lasts, go to bed betimes, and 
let Forward And Flinch Not be his rule, till 
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he carved oat a name for himself. But if 
little B. must be great B. before his time, 
must take it easy, and loll, and lounge, and 
luxuriate, instead of doing the work that 
must be done to get; at the ermine, like his 
father did it before him— where's the wonder, 
if the briefs come slowly in, the attorneys 
won't have him at any price, and Judge 
Borrington, of that ilk, is the first and last 
judge of his ancient honoured line ? 

" Bow-wow-wow ! Old maids wives and 
bachelor's children I" Aunt Barbara would 
cry. ^' Fiddle«de-dee I Come the little B. 
some day, and we shall see. No danger 
much of loUing and lounging, that^s cer- 
tain, at the Parsonage, in Vicar Borrington's 
chairs. Look at my lilac-silk, as good as 
new last winter. Yes! 'faith! those are. 
the sort to make your hard metals of— hard 
as their own bottoms. Law, now, if you 
really had only been a judge, instead of a 
parson— only think, with chair-bottoms like 
those, and straight backs, what a Chief- 
Justice dear little B. would have made 
some day ?*' 

" Yes, wouldn't he ?" chuckled Peter ; 
'* I can fancy it ! Horse-hair bottomed ? 
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Zounds ! my father allow bimself luxuries 
like those? Favour me, all of you, with 
your company at luncheon to-morrow, and 
1 11 show you the very stool he sat on for 
five years before he got his writ-ership — it's 
a picture 1 ' 

That Aunty granted when next day they 
went to look at it. But, ever after, if she 
caught Peter forgetting himself, and in- 
dulging in one of her lounges : '* Permit 
that, can 1 ?" said she ; " and Warren 
there, looking on, and to be another Bacon 
or Sir Isaac one of these days, or break his 
mother s heart — it's down right cruel and 
unfeeling I" 

But proud as was Peter of his pupil on 
the hard- metal terms, of nothing was he 
prouder than of Warren's love and tender 
care and consideration for his mother. 

'^ Head-piece is a capital thing in its 
way," would Peter say, " but without the 
needful heart piece to go along with it, as 
bad nearly as beauty without brains. There 
is no such thing, Barbara Woodford, as a 
hard heart in a good man or woman.'' 

If the " workshop" had robbed his mother 
of so much as one filial thought due to her 
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-whose hands were they had helped him 
build it up ? His, Peter's. Yes, and with 
one blow he would have gone and demolished 
it for ever. Had Warren been his own son, 
and for the Philosopher's-stone itself brought 
a pang to his mother's heart, he would have 
seen hun, with aU his science, go and beg 
his daily bread, before he should have had 
help of his. ^^ Mother like that ask for 
child's love in vain ? Oh, what a heart he 
must have !'' 

And then a thought would flash through 
Peter's brain, a ( bought would linger, spite 
of all efforts, for a moment, do what he 
would to smother it. 

Was it love he had once felt for Barbara 
Woodford ? Then he was very young. Was 
it such love as his heart would confirm now ? 
He knew what his mother always said. Yet, 
he thought he must have loved her, for how 
wretched he used to be when absent from 
her, how happy always when they met! 
True, she teased him terribly sometimes with 
her banter, but it was a sound heart at 
bottom that, with aU its oddities. What 
contrasts she and Lucretis^ Woodford, yet 
how fond they were of each other! He 
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thought, too, he must have loved her, and 
did still a little bit. Had it been his for- 
tune^ though, in early life, to meet with such 
a woman as Lucretia," — and Peter here 
measured his little study from end to end, — 
" with such a form, and heart, and mind as 
Lucretia's ; —but, no, no— best as it was per- 
haps—he might have loved her too well- 
idolized — worshipped the creature more than 
the Creator;" and, rushing into his garden, 
Peter never dug and hoed away at such a 
rate as when thoughts like these came over 
him. 

Aunty had a penetrating eye, and saw 
deeper than Peter imagined ; and more 
than once a pensive shade settled for a little 
while on her brow, and she felt something 
like a weight at her heart ; but she fought 
against it; and, Peter evincing decided 
symptoms of contrition on one or two 
occasions, got rid of it entirely, without 
Dan Eatcliffe's camphor-bag to the side; 
though the miracles it had wrought at one 
time or other, in cases of heart-ache, were 
truly wonderful, and which if Aunty had 
not heard from his own lips, she hardly 
could have believed possible 1 

VOL. n. D 
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To bave lived but for a day with Lucretia 
Woodford, and not loved her, must have 
supposed a heart and understanding verj 
different from Peter Borrington's. Truth 
is truth. With Peter it was the livmg-pulse 
gave the life and principle to his every 
thought and action. He had not seen and 
conversed with Lueretia an hour, before he 
settled it in his own heart, that, excepting 
only his mother, she was of all women be 
had ever met with the most perfSect reaUza- 
tion of what he coinceired it was the bene- 
ficent Creator's intention a woman should 
be to make a man happy. Personal charms 
alone would bave had little more permanent 
attractions for Peter Bonington than he 
might have acknowledged for a pretty doll 
smiling at bim in painted wax work on a 
toy-shop counter. It was Lucreiia*8 oilier 
fa* more oaptivating charms of mind and 
manners, and disposition, that weighed with 
Peter. He measured a woman^s merits, not 
by face, or form, or pretty speech, or plea- 
sant ways, but l^ what he imagined the 
great Author of us all meant her to be for 
Xnan's companionship and comfort. If she 
merely pleased his outward eye, he had his 
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look, and passed on to another picture ; but 
if she touched his heart, he knew she was 
no common object, and gave her all that 
heart's homage which he had to give. 

Nor did Lucretia's early history — ^her 
mother's beauty and amiability — her godless 
mammon-home — her escape trom it — even 
her clandestine marriage, seem to Peter 
oth^ than a theme for rejoicing. He judged 
of her as he saw her. For aught of sin 
there was in that act of disobedience, she 
had amply atoned. Providence worked its 
wiito ends by its own means. Now she wor- 
shipped her own God alone— oh what joy, 
what triumph was there in that one blessed 
thought ! 

And how responded Lucretia's own heart 
to aU this tender care and interest ? 

As such a heart would respond. And in 
a manner — when she came to probe it 
deepest-'showed such soundness to the 
bottoija, under dear Aunty's touch, that all 
that odd pain in Aunty's left side quitted 
her like magic^ and there lay poor Dan 
Batcliffe's camphor-talisman in the drawer, 
unnoticed, as if it were not worth sixpence. 

And now Peter could meet those other 
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two bright beaming eyes, calling him as 
good as father, and feel only that he was the 
deputed father and friend to them that he 
ought to be — deputed^ he felt, by Heaven, 
to supply their lost father's place, and be to 
them a loving parent in his stead. 

And faithfully and well did Peter fulfil 
his trust ; the only sad thought that would 
intrude sometimes, being the thought of 
how soon now must come the day of their 
separation. 

Little imagined Peter how near at hand 
that day was ; and how widely different, in 
its future promises, to the fond schemes he 
and Lucretia had been building such brave 
hopes on for many a long month. 

For more than seven years now past he 
had been looking at Warren as the great 
man his eye and heart had drawn him ever 
since his boyhood. The elements were there 
palpable enough, and what was to hinder, 
God willing, moulding and shaping them 
into the form wanted? From the first, 
that he saw his ardent love of Scientific 
studies, Peter's only difficulty was with Aunt 
Barbara, who had set her heart on his being 
a soldier; and, supposing she could be 
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bought over, where the means were to come 
from tor carrying out aU the rest ? 

Could Peter have gone up to his bureau 
and come down again Math the bank-notes 
in his pocket, the thing might have been 
all settled easily enough ; and it perplexed 
him not a little to think how by any possi- 
bility that odd £260, up in his drawer, 'over 
and above, could be turned into £600. 

Beyond the proceeds of his living, and 
fellowship, Peter had not a shilling coming 
to him from any earthly source, and £400 
a-year, in round numbers, was what he put 
his income at. Anything over, now and 
then, from a casual pupil, as in the young 
Colvilles case, he did not count on. If it 
came, all the better ; if not, he had not so 
much, that was all, to put by for casual 
odds and ends, to which he could go, come 
* an extraordinary call on his heart that must 
be answered. 

How he managed to do what he did with 
an income like his, always puzzled Aunt 
Barbara exceedingly. She knew very well 
what he did, though he never seemed to 
know himself; and many were the lectures 
he got from her, for his " always having 
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preceded her so secretly and slyly when she 
wanted to give her heart a treat, too, some- 
times." But it was no use lecturing. Peter 
was '*' obstinate as a mule in some things ;" 
out went the savings for one charity or 
another* as usual ; and, what was most un- 
accountable, though Aunty could never get 
him to be reasonable, and prove it in black 
and white, he would persist in saying—'^ the 
more he thus gave, the richer he got, — it 
brought him in interest a hundred-fold." 

The money, to put Warren out, must be 
got somehow. What Aunt Barbara could 
and would do remained to be proved. But 
Peter had great doubts, even if she gave 
up her pet-wish of the cometcy for the 
civU engineering, whether, as the major part 
of her income was derived from an annuity, 
and she lived pretty well up to it, she could 
spare so large a sum at once as they should 
want to place him where he ought to be. 
And as to his mother, with present hopes, 
ever getting the necessary funds together 
from her own savings — poor heart 1 it had 
quite enough to do already without that 
added to it. It seemed hopeless, either, to 
look for any further helps from Hillborough 
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or ReddingtOA. Andrew^s oonduct surprised 
him most, though his health was very bad ; 
as he had shown some little love for her 
once, and was always asking after, they 
heard, and saying he meaot to do something 
for her and Warren some day. Waiting 
for dead-folks shoes was sorry work. They 
must get together the needful without that, 
or they might wait lo»g enough. 

These thoughts, and many others in 
their train, would press on Peters mind 
more than he chose to acknowledge to 
Lucretia. He saw that Warren must be the 
architect of his own fortune, and never 
doubted for a moment as to the sort of 
struoture it would be As to any of the 
Westminster wealth coming to him, it 
might, or it m%ht not* In aith^ case their 
course must be the same. Early ability to 
snap the fingers at necessity had robbed 
the world of many a hero. They must start 
him fairly off; and, then, onoe set going, 
Warren's was not the qpirit to look this way 
or that for anyone's help, while he could 
help hiimself. 

"' What Aunt Barbara might do some day 
there was plenty of time to think of by and 
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bye. The grey hairs would be beginning to 
crown his temples, he hoped, before that day 
came. And, then, hadn't she two brave 
nephews somewhere, who loved her dearly^ 
as well as Lucretia, and who by every right 
would stand first when she made her will ? 
In short, give him but a fair start off, and, 
up hill, or down dale, it would be all one to 
him. Come in winner? yes — and all the 
faster, too, a great deal for carrying no 
weights in his pockets." 

All this was clear enough. But, still, a 
thick haze hung round the main question — 
where were the means to come from ? 

Of course Aunty could have run up to 
town, and down into the city to her brokers, 
and sold out, and there the difficulty might 
have ended. But Lucretia had no mind to 
be relieved thus easily of a task of love she 
had set herself, and meant to get through 
with flying colours, smile but good luck on 
her. And this, very possibly, dear Aunty 
had some inkling of herself, or why was 
she so silent, even to Peter, on a subject 
which had kept her awake thinking of it, 
till she almost wished Warren and his 
* workshop ' were at Jericho together ? 
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Cabinet councils followed cabinet coun- 
cils ; and the councils broke up, as higher 
councils often do, little wiser for their 
wisdom. 

Lucretia " felt sure — say in another year, 
or a year and a half at farthest— she could." 

" 1 alk in that way, will you ?" cried 
Aunt Barbara. " Do again, and you shall 
see — ^111 wash may hands of it." 

" And serve her right, too," agreed 
Peter. ^' It is monstrous ! Was there ever 
such obstinacy? The times I've tried to 
beat that into her. She feel sure ? .Quite 
ludicrous ! And those two new broad-cloth 
suits he must have for best, besides his 
work-day suit ; and a whole new set of 
shirts, and night-gowns, and — no— he don't 
wear night-caps, that s right, heads with 
much brains in them never do ; and stock- 
ings, and handkerchiefs, and towels, and 
shoes and boots ; zounds ! who's ever to 
find all those, if his mother don't ?** 

Poor blind mortals that we are, the 
farthest sighted of us ! How we cut, and 
contrive, and take measure of ourselves, and 
cast up, and calculate, and hug ourselves on 
our cleverness j and, could we but see clearly 

D 2 
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an inch beyond our noses, there stands, 
written on the wall before us, the akeadv 
gone forth Jiat^ that, even while we are 
fullest of ripe hopes, is there to confound and 
crush them at a blow. 

On the morning following the conversa- 
tion just recorded, came two letters for 
•' The Briers," and one for Besbury 
Vicarage. 

The one to the Vicar was from his col- 
lege, a periodical of no interest much to 
himself, apparently, for there he let it lie 
unopened till he had finished his breakfast. 
Then leisurely breaking the seal, \m eye was 
running over it, when in hurried Dinah 
with a message Humphrey had just brought 
from "The Cottage-that, "the ladies 
would be siad to see him as soon aa he could 
come to them.' 

In less tbao a quarter of aa hour Peter 
was there ; when Warren agitatedly putting 
a letter, bearing* the HiUborough< post-mark, 
and with a deep Uack margin round it 
into his hand, he had partly guessed the 
contents before Lucretia could speak a word 
or he had read a line — but only partly 
guessed them« 



CHAPTER IV. 



mother's bights; and hammov house. 



Singular enough — not one of the Hill- 
borough male Westmmsters 6ver lived to 
very old age. The never-sleeping thirst for 
gold could not have been the reason, seeing 
th^ many hoary miser-heads that are con- 
tinually being laid under the sod, some of 
them belonging to octogenarians, whose 
whole lives, night and day, ha^ e been spent 
in fevered restlessness over • their money- 
bags. 

Nor less singular is it, that for two gene- 
rations they had been cut off by the same 
disease, and nearly at Che same age as the 
last Geoffiy; a disease peculiar to their 
race —a sort of sudden collapse of the heart 
with violent cramps in the chesty and shi- 
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vering ; then burning heat of the surface ; 
then again the cramps and cold shiverings ; 
ending in paralysis, convulsions, and, what 
the nurses call, a hard death. 

The last Greofiry Westminster numbered 
more years on his tomb-stone than any 
former male of his line. Son Timothy bade 
fair to reach as many, if not more, provided 
no sudden shock of any kind took him off, 
a liability held in more dread by them than 
all the other moribund causes, of separa- 
tion of soul from body on CuUen's list. So 
that Andrew's sudden death now — as Peter 
rightly guessed by the deep-black margin 
and Lucretia's bloodless lips — coming so 
unexpectedly, although report said " he had 
not had a day's freedom from one trouble or 
another, though he made gold by hatsful, 
since he went to Reddington, might well 
surprise them. 

The fact is, the cares of the thing coveted, 
when clutched, were too much for mind like 
Andrew's. While Daddy lived, it was a 
sweet dream only — what joys would be his 
if he were rich as Daddy was ! But, the 
dream partly realized, Andrew dreaming, 
and Andrew in possession were two very 
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different persons. Now it was no longer 
a dream with Andrew. All around him> 
turn which way he would, were strewed in 
abundance the golden fruits only waiting for 
the gathering. He had but to stretch forth 
his hand, and grasp them ; but to open his 
mouth, for them to drop in it, with scarcely 
an effort, to satiety. And, so, Andrew, now 
it was full, tightened his hold, and clenching 
his teeth, and took to red-herrings and 
onion-porridge. 

Had Daddy left him £200 a year only, 
and a small slice in the brewery, to keep 
him employed, Andrew might have con- 
tinued the same happy Andrew he was, 
loungingly dreaming away the soft summer 
evenings at Daddy's garden-door porch, or 
watching young Michael Holt, of " The 
Chequers," at the river-side, catching him, 
for a penny and a slice of bread and treacle, 
his half-holyday fry of gudgeons. As it 
was, the good folks of Reddington were 
quite right — not a happy hour had Andrew 
Westminister tasted since he had come into 
his wealth. From that moment the Westmin- 
ster thirst for more— more— more seized 
on him in a manner that made even Timothy 
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stare. He beat him hollow at it ! And 

Betty held up her hands and eyebrows, so 

amazed to hear at what a rate he was raking 

the gold in — that she ^' only wished Daddy 

could look out of his grave and see it !" 

But any jealousies ever between them on 
that score ? Oh, no 1 It was a race of love 

with them, that money-making. Try as he 

might, it was not likely, with a capital so 

much smaller, that Andrew could have 

overtaken Timothy; and, even if he had, 

out would have come Tim s right hand 

whenever they met, and Betty's, too, aad 

such a warm grasp followed, would have 

brought the tears swimming for joy into all 

their eyes. 

If Timothy went first, was not brother 
Andrew next of kin? If Andrew, where 
was the harm in Andrew doubling his capi*- 
tal first^ if he could ? 

Left to himself, Andrew, spite of his 
golden heaps, might have tasted some tole- 
rably happy days before he died;— for, 
could he have done as his heart of tentunes 
inclined him, he would have had Lucretia 
to come and live with him, and bring her 
boy, and keep house for him, when he had 
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taught her how to do it. But this Betty 
had anticipated, and had no mind should 
ever roh Tim and herself of the harvest 
and gleanings which her keen eye saw, 
would — and sooner than many supposed^be 
shared every grain of it between them, if 
they knew but how to manage it. ' 

Twenty times was Andrew, touched with 
compunction, on the point of sending for 
her and Warren, when in stepped Betty, 
and, playing her cards adroitly, it was put 
off for a little while longer**-«nd longer**^ 
axid longer :— -till, satisfying himself that 
he could, at all events, do what he meant to 
do for them in his Will, with the exceptioB 
of an occasional mention of her name, and 
wondering he had never heard from her in 
answer to his letter, tbs thought of sending 
for her to come and live with him seemed 
abandoned altogether ; and it only remained 
for Archibald Sharpe to make the little in- 
tended post mortem addition in Lucretia and 
Warren's favour, and then he should get 
that off his mind and sleep the better. 

Not a night that he kid his head on his 
pillow but this was the thorn uppermost 
that robbed Andrew of bis rest. A stroke 
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of his pen would have plucked it out for 

ever ; but there he tossed and turned, and 

" would be rid of it, if he lived, next day." 

And next day came, and the next, and 

hundreds after it ; but still there it was 

nightly rankling deeper and deeper — when 

ran the rumour one morning round Red- 

dington, *' that Andrew Westminster was 

very ill — that brother Timothy and sister 

Elizabeth had been sitting up with him for 

three nights running — that the doctor said 

there were no hopes — something had preyed 

on his mind lately — ^it might be the bad 

harvest, and last years fall in malt — unless 
he got better before next day, he would die. 

Then, Arcaibald Sharpe — ^though Betty 
sent for him post-haste— came too late with 
the little codicil. As he entered the town, 
the death-bell was tolling heavily — ^Andrew 
Westminster was dead :— and truly, as 
Betty foresaw, in default of the codicil, 
" she and Timothy took all-all ! £50,000 
for her, clear; every shilling of the rest 
took brother Timothy !" 

But, as the words came to her lips, came 
also with it a cold shudder over her, the 
cause of which was known only to her own 
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heart. And there it clung to it long after 
Andrew was mouldering in the dust, haunt- 
ing her through life to her dying hour like 
a grim phantom, whenever the name Lu- 
cretia was mentioned in her hearing. And 
if it be true that we hate those most whom 
we have most injured, Uttle thought Lu- 
cretia, when night and morning on her 
knees she prayed for blessings on all hearts 
at the old home, how much one heart 
among, them was indebted to her — what an 
unspeakable joy and glory, above all that 
wealth could purchase, would in the end be 
theirs, who returned good for evil ! 

The black-margined letter that Peter 
Borrington held in his hand was from sister 
Betty. 

Taking a seat by Aunt Barbara on the 
sofa : — " Shall I read it out ?" asked Peter. 

" Yes, do," sobbed Lucretia, drawing a 
chair close to Warren, who sat on a hassock 
at Peter s feet, looking up wistfully into his 
face, enough to say — " If there is anything 
in it, sir, you think will fall heavily on my 
mother, mind and try and lighten the blow 
as much as possible ?" 
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^^ ReddiogtoD^ &c. 

" My dear Sister, — 

"It is my painful duty to inform 

" you that it has pleased Grod to bring 

" affliction on us again. But His will be 

" done in this as in all else. It has pleased 

" Him, for wise and good ends we know, 

" to take from us, after but little more than 

" a week's iQness, our dear, and deeply 

" lamented, brother Andrew. He breathed 

** his last in Timothy's arms on Thtirsday 

" night at twenty-three minutes past eleven. 

" Peace be with him. He was a good, 

" kind, careful, provident, saving brother 

" to the last, and has gone to his rest, and 

" the reward, we trust, laid up for the just. 

" Your heart, I make sure, will go with 

^^ us in mourning the loss of so good and 

" loving a broths, and deploring, as we 

" do, that anything should ever have hap- 

" pened to disunite us. We will not, how- 
" ever, dwell on that now. Afflictioiis like 

" these are sent as merciful lesEKMQS to us, 

" and to warn us how short and uncertain 

" is our stay here on earth, and how we 

" ought all, more especially those of one 
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'^ house and home, to try and live together 
" in Christian love and harmony. 

" The funeral will be on Wednesday next ; 
" and it deeply grieves both Timothy and 
'^ myself to think, that your place thereat 
'^ cannot, I fear, be filled as our hearts could 
^^ wish. But let us hope and trust that the 
" future may be happier for us all than the 
^^ past has been. 

^^ I wish I could add, that, in the dispo- 
" sition of his worldly effects, poor dear 
" Andrew had made that mention of your 
" name and our nephew Warren's which 
^' we had indulged sanguine hopes, spite of 
'' all, he had done. Nevertheless, it affords 
'^ me much comfort to know, that with his 
" dying breath he commended you and 
" your dear boy — ^he must be grown almost 
" a young man by now I suppose — to his 
" brother Timothy's care and kind consi- 
'^ deration ; and I make no doubt, from a 
"^ knowledge of his excellent heart, you 
" will never 'find Timothy wanting in what 
" a good, and kind, and careful brother 
" ought to do. As a present earnest of 
*' which, he now requests your acceptance 
<' of the inclosed bank-bill for £40, with 
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*• which to defray the costs of suitable 
" mourning, and what else, for yourself and 
^^ Warren. 

" And, further, he desires me to add, 
^' that, as soon as present pressing matters 
^^ leave him at leisure a little, he will think 
" what he can best do for Warren — in his 
" own house, if you both are agreeable to 
" it — to prove the interest he feels, as well 
" as did his poor Uncle Andrew, in his 
" future welfare. 

"And, now, hoping this may find you 
*' both in good health, and reckoning on 
** your hearts being with us in the last 
" mournful duty to our dear departed 
" brother that awaits us on Wednesday 
" next, 

" Believe me to remain 

" Your affectionate sister, 

" Elizabeth Westminster." 

Warren looked from Peter earnestly at 
his mother, as doubling up the letter, he re- 
placed it in her hand. 

Lucretia's face was pale as marble. 

Aunt Barbara evidently was bursting with 
suppressed wrath ; but, thinking it best to 
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hear first what Peter had to say, swallowed 
the throat-ful, and held her tongue. 

Warren's eyes said as imploringly as 
language could, ^' Do speak^ sir, and tell 
my mother not to let that trouble her — I 
mean, uncle Andrew's not having left her 
anything. Only give me a chance, and she 
shall see." 

" If that is Betty's own letter, I am 
much mistaken," said Peter. " Timothy, 
and friend Shai'pe have had a hand there, 
or Betty's a cleverer person a good deal than 
1 took her for." 

" Whether or no, what signifies ?" caught 
up Aunty. " There's not a sixpence for us, 
that's clear. And, putting the rest for 
what it's worth — barring a tear or two out 
of humanity — waste any more on it, see if 
I would !'' 

And out burst a great flood from Lucretia's 
bosom, drew Warren up to her side in such 
concern, that not seeing a drop of blood 
left in his cheeks, all thoughts but one were 
gone in a moment ; and calling Aunty after 
him by a look, Peter left them alone for an 
hour, while he and Barbara Woodford took 
a turn in the garden and settled it between 
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them how they were to act ; — just as they 
had come to a decision on which, two dear 
faces re appeared on the lawn, hand in hand 
and heart in heart, evidently hy mutual com- 
pact more, if possible, all in all to each other 
than ever, and linked together in such holy, 
happy union, that Peter's only regret was, 
^^ he was not a Reynolds or a Lawrence at 
that moment, or he would have a picture 
for them at Somerset House next May, 
should astonish and delight them T' 

^^ Shall I read you something else I have 
received this morning; asked Lucretia, 
addressing Peter, with a faint smile through 
her tears. 

" Yes, —that's something like," said 
Warren, his eyes glistening as he spoke. 

" Let Mr. Borrington read it out for him- 
self," said Aunty ; then there can be no 
mistakes about it'* 

" SuflFolk Street, &c. 
• * Dear Madam, — 

^* I have the pleasure to infonn you that 

" your two drawings, called The Happy Lot, 

" and 77ie Hard Lol, were purchased this 

*day by Mr. Bennett, of Parliament 
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^* Street, for a noble clieDt of his, at the 
" price asked, fifty guineas. 

^^ I think I may add, that, should yon 
*^ send us two more of the same size and 
" character-— if a little larger all the better 
" — they would, in all probability, go into 
'* the same hands, and, if approved, the 
** price would be no object. 

^^ 1 am, dear Madam, 

^* Your very obt servt., 

" Gerard Potter.** 

*• There yeu see,** said Peter, with a won- 
dedvl mastery over himself! as Aunt 
Barbara's eyes, reacting him through and 
through, were evidently anticipating some 
unusual outburst ; ** you see how lucky it 
was you toned down the dun-cow's face a 
^it-'' — and fervently grasping the hand held 
out to him in both his, Lucretia needed no 
wanner congratulations on her success than 
that approving grasp and those applauding 
eyes expressed in language, if he had tried 
ever so he eould not have equalled, had he 
had the tongue even of an Adolpbe le 
Venguer, or John Ru^in. 

As Aunt Barbara truly said, ''There 
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was not a sixpence for them, that was clear. 
And, barring the tears already shed, out 
of humanity, put the rest at its fair worth, 
and look the thing straight in the face, and 
be thankful for what they had got, and 
make the best of it." 

That was precisely Warren's opinion. 
'' Give me a chance, only a chance, that's 
all, and you shall see.'' 

Poor Warren 1 He was still wandering in 
the bright realms his fertile fancy had so 
long been revelling in among Peter's book- 
shelves ; and it was not just then in Peter's 
heart to knock down, as he felt he must 
soon at a blow, the blissful dream. 

But, on the other hand, it was not in 
Peter's open nature to encourage for one 
moment a hope which truth did not war- 
rant ; and a week had not passed since 
the receipt of Aunt Betty's letter, before 
he had told him in plain terms, " that if 
uncle Timothy kept his word, and oflFered 
him his hand and interest, it would be his 
duty, both to his mother and himself, to 
accept it." 

This was a severe shock at first to 
Warren, and his usual courage and reso- 
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lution, where duty called, were staggered 
by it for a little while ; so much so, that 
Lucretia almost begai\ to doubt, whether, 
come what might, she would not dismiss 
from her thoughts all hopes but those which 
he seemed fullest of himself — the golden 
fruits that were sure, give him only the 
chance, to reward his own exertions. 

" Yes, and upset at a kick," cried Aunt 
Barbara, " who knows, may be, best part 
of a million sterling, one of these days." 

" Quite likely," assented Peter. 

" Quixotic valour that, for a mechanic's 
apron — my patience 1" 

" True — there is this to be said," agreed 
Peter, looking at Lucretia ; " the filthy 
stuff would fall into cleansing hands — ^put 
in that furnace, it might come out purified. 
Yes, it's worth trying for. That would be 
a good and acceptable sacrifice ! Yes, best 
wait, and see what uncle Timothy does." 

Warren saw that Peter was in earnest, 
and from that hour his chief anxiety seemed 
to be, how best to reconcile his mother 
to their separation; and to another 
sad thought which pressed far heavier on 
her heart than that — the thought of 

VOL. II. E 
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what she herself had suffered in that 
mammon-house, and what perils therein 
would beset his path, and no good Peter at 
hand to help him. 

It cost Warren a struggle, and a hard 
one, to relinquish thus cruelly as he felt it 
the dearly cherished hopes he had so long 
set his heart on. But Warren Woodford's 
was a mind, under any sense of duty, or 
emergency, equal to the call on it. He 
wasted none of its powers on frittering 
doubts and enfeebling hesitations. What 
his reason and conscience told him was right 
to do, no indecisions, or temporizings, or 
vacillations hindered him, if he could, from 
doing. He, like Peter, took time and 
trouble by the forelock, got a-head of them, 
so that, though the race was often a hard- 
contested one, they never left him in the 
lurch, or tripped him up, for lagging. 

Had he been parentless, had he had no 
beloved mother to think for, less than a 
minute, notwithstanding Peter's purifying 
process, would have sufficed for him to 
choose between the road to Hillborougu 
and the road to fame and honour. As it 
was, other tender chords than one pulled at 
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his heart:—" his mother's rights — what 
sacrifice on his part could be too great to 
recover those for her ? Yes, and he would 
try his best for it. And he felt he should 
not fail ; he felt a new strength in him he 
had never known before, a strength, as 
Peter said, would carry him through the 
fire — at all events, if not a shilling richer 
for it, with not a hair singed of his soul's 
true allegiance, tempt and try it as they 
would. Yes, if his life paid the forfeit for 
it, he would try for his mother's rights." 

Thus armed, he made his way, as soon as 
the sun had risen one morning, straightway 
to Peter. 

It was a bright, sharp, frosty moi ning in 
December, and Peter, in a long, loose 
morning robe and yeUow-leather sUppers, 
was busy at work with his stud-groom and 
gardener, John Norris, making up in good 
tune some old hard beds for some new 
comers, and getting such an appetite for 
breakfast, as never was dreamed of in all 
May-Fair ; when, thinking he heard a step 
behind him, he looked up from his spade, 
and there was Warren, before he could have 
supposed he was much more than just awake, 
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had been up a good hour, and come to see 
if he could lend a hand in harrowing off 
the rubbish. 

Such a bracing north-irester as was blow- 
ing that morning ought to have made 
Warren's cheeks as rosy as two apples; but, 
somehow, they were unusually pale, and 
Peter thought as they shook hands, rather 
more so and pensive, too, than he liked. 

'' I don't know how you feel," said Peter, 
looking at his watch ; " but if breakfast's 
ready, so am I. Come along and let's see. 
There,' he cried, stopping short before a 
little thicket of brier-roses and laurestinuses, 
interlaced all over with a perfect net work 
of spider skill, sparkling in the sun : — " is 
not that beautiful ?" 

"Yes — all but that great, ugly, black, 
bloated thing therCj basking in the centre," 
replied Warren, with the slightest tone of 
dejection. 

Peter was now sure that something was 
on his pupil's mind, overshadowing it. 

" Why be angry with poor spider ?" said 
he, turning towards the house ; " what harm 
is he doing ?" 
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" Oh, none, that I know of. Only doing 
his duty probably." 
" That is it." 

" Not everybody as happy as he, though. 
Not all can bask in the sun, that do their 
duty." 

" Oh I yes, they may — ^in the sun they 
make for themselves." 

Here they entered the study together. 
Dinah had a minute or two before thrown 
on another pine log, and the bright flames 
were dancing up the chimney. 

Warren went close to, the hearth, and 
held out his hands to warm them. 

" Ah, you should have come an hour 
earlier, and had a turn at it with me," said 
Peter. 

" I couldn't sleep a wink all night, sir." 
'• That's bad. What did you take for 
supper ?" 

" A crust of bread and cheese and a 
glass of water." 

" Extraordinary I — coBna brevis juvat — 
you ought to have slept like a top." 

Warren gave a little shudder, and, draw- 
ing still closer, extended his hands quite 
over the flames. 
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Then again Peter was certain there was 
a load of some sort at his heart. 

It's enough ahnost, isn't it^ to hite your 
nose off, this sharp north-wester ?" said he, 
stretching his feet towards the fender, not 
to appear to notice that Warren still seemed 
so cold he could hardly find his tongue ; 
and running his eye, while the tea was 
hrewing, over a letter that Dinah had just 
laid heside his plate. 

Peter poured out the tea. 

Warren was warmer now ; and, having 
swallowed a mouthful or two, the blood 
came up again into his cheeks and pre- 
sently flushed them almost scarlet. 

" It's coming,," said Peter to himself. 

^' Then I may, bask, too, m the sun, as 
well as others," began Warren, cheering up, 
"if I do my duty?" 

" If 1" repeated Peter. " Good luck for 
vou — ^you are always basking." 

" Not quite so this morning, sir, I'm 
afraid," smiled Warren, regaining his appe- 
tite, as Molly brought in a covered plate of 
hot rolls ; " though the sun is out' bright 
enough. See how cold and cramped I was. 
Now I am going to bask, though." 
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"Out with it," cried Peter; "then 
youll be warm again as. a toast, I'U warrant" 

'^ It isn't that I am cold and cramped, 
sir, because I don't want to do my duty," 
explained Warren, turning his eyes towards 
the blazing wood. 

" Yet, how snappish you were but just 
now with poor spider, for doing his." 

'' He had done his work, and liked it" 

" Ah ! and you had yours to do, and 
did not " 

Warren raised his bright blue beaming 
eyes to Peter's. 

*' I mean," explained Peter, in a tone 
that never failed of its effect ; "I mea% 
that, with you — not with poor spider-— the 
will was good, but the strength was weak — 
was it not so ?" 

" Don't vou remember, sir, telling me 
once," repUed Warren, brightening as he 
spoke—" when one fine frosty mojning I 
said it was too cold to do anytixing — ^ to go 
out to the bushes, and look at the spiders ?' " 

" Yes, perfectly well," 

" Well, sir, it was a good deal the thought 
of that that made me cross." 

" Because you would be doing — and you 
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would not be doing^-because duty called 
you one way— inclination, eh, the other ?" 

" Because," said Warren, with a solem- 
ness of tone and manner that made Peter 
stare at him ; ^' because, sir, I have a mo- 
ther I dearly love, dependent on me, and 
ine alone, for the restoration to her of her 
rights, under a just heaven her lawful 
rights ; and, because I was comins^ to you, 
to..,;sir,'ll»dm»leupmyJndj;; 
and see what I could do to recover them, 
if it broke all our hearts f o do it " 

A peculiar nervous twitching seized the 
comers of Peter's mouth at this speech ; 
and it was at least a quarter of a minute 
before he had composed it again to make a 
suitable reply. 

" You have made up your mind, in short, 
to go to him, when uncle Timothy sends 
for you ?" 

" Yes — and, as he said it, Warren's face 
became again pale as ashes ; and, turning 
towards the fire, Peter could see the cold 
shudder come again over him, as, raking the 
embers together, and throwing on another 
log or two, he bent over the fresh flames as 
if he would hug them. 
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Peter saw it was time to be plain. 

" And you have determined on this, have 
you, without sa5dng a word to any one ?" 

*' Time enough, isn't it, sir, to tell my 
motner, when the time comes ?" 

" Well, true— it may never come." 

" It will come, sir," said Warren, his lips 
quivering ; and, though the little study was 
now almost as hot as an oven, Peter could 
see his flesh still creep over him. 

There was a mutual pause for half a mi- 
nute Warren was the first to break it. 

" It will come, sir, as sure as you are 
sitting there." 

" So be it, then, Warren," said Peter, 
" God's will be done, and His only, come 
what may. He wills and works for us always 
best, if we will let Him." 

" So I tell my mother, sir." 

" She knows it, Warren, knows it well, 
none better." 

" That is her great comfort, sir." 

" Great indeed it is I Now you talk more 
reasonably ; then why so angry with poor 
spider ?" 

'* Because — ^because — and that's the truth 
of it, sir — because I was thinking, at the 

E 2 
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moment, of Aunt Betty^ in her web at 
Hillborough, basking away— and felt — I 
couldn't help it — it was very foolish — ^felt 
just as if I were the poor fiy in the trap, 
going to be demolished by her." 

" And yet, seeing the trap, and with your 
wits about you, you rvUl fly into it ?'* 

" Tell me any other way, sir, to get at 
my mother's rights." 

" Gold may be bought too dear." 

" Ah I but do you think, sir, I havn't a 
way to escape from that snare, catch me in 
it how they may ?" 

" What way ?'• 

" The way, sir, you yourself have taught 
me— will not that do?" 

" Do Warren ? Yes," cried Peter, start- 
ing to his feet, and grasping his pupil's 
hand till he brought the tears into his eyes ; 
" I should think so, indeed— yes, though 
its meshes were made of iron." 

^^ Then, I may go and tell my mother, 
you thmk ?" 

*' Two cords, and tough ones, were now 
tugging hard at Peter's heart — ^Mother^s 
Bights, and Mammon House: — which should 
conquer ? 
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^' I may go and tell her now, may I not?" 
repeated Warren. 

" Yes," said Peter j " and— and— better 
let us do those new problems first;— and 
then — if you'll walk round with me to Joe 
Pocock's, and dame Gutton's — I don't mind 
if I go and tell her with you, — ' then there 
can be no mistakes about it>^ as Aunt Bar- 
bara says." 



CHAPTER V. 



GOOD-BYE TO THE HOSES. 



Though the Vicar made so apparently light 
of it with Warren, he never went to his bed 
in his life with less chance of falling to 
sleep than that night. Have all the faith 
and confidence in him that he might, there 
was the plain fact still uppermost —the 
Mammon-House— the Idol of Gold to deal 
with. 

Had Peter been asked, what young heart 
of its age that he knew best in the world 
he would have most trusted for the en- 
counter ? he would have said in a moment 
Warren Woodford's, And, could he hare 
been sometimes at his elbow, he might have 
taken the field without hesitation, and, put* 
ting all other armour aside, except his 
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Bible, came off conqueror for certain. But 
he, Peter, had seen, where all else was in- 
effectual to tempt from the right way, how 
Grold had triumphed ; and he had heard in 
his ministrations too often the infernal yells 
of delight the devils set up, when they had 
hooked then- victims, not to know its power. 

Whether it was these flitting phantasms, 
or the blustering North-wester that night 
among the firs, that kept the Vicar wide 
awake, we know not ; but true it is, there 
he lay turning and tossing about, till, the 
sun struggUng through the mist and invit- 
ing him to try and see if there was light 
enough yet to discern "The Cottage'* 
chimneys in the distance, up he jumped ; 
and, having plunged his head and neck and 
chest in cold water — his constant rule, 
though the ice were inch thick — he dressed 
himself with rather more care than was his 
usual morning wont ; and, his orders for 
the day given to Molly and John Norris, 
called Belle, a favourite old spaniel-setter 
to attend him ; and, shouldering his black- 
thorn, strode off over the fields to his break- 
fast with Aunt Barbara. 

Early as it was« Lucretia was up and 
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looking at , the Mechlin-spideivlMe^woi^ 
with Warren among the laurels, and started 
agreeably surprised to see the Vicar come 
suddenly on them at that early hour. For, 
though there was no time of the day that 
he did not feel at perfect liberty, if so 
minded, to drop in on them, it was not 
usual with him to be abroad, without a 
special inyitation, "that fashion, begging 
for a breakfast ;" and Aunt Barbara, who 
soon came bustling out at the sound of his 
voice with hands up in utter astonishment, 
was for half a moment "in two minds, 
whether indignantly to resent such free* 
doms, or, as he was there, say nothing that 
time, but only give him to understand, she 
was Barbara Woodford, mistress of her own 
house, and he would do well to remembw 
it, if he desired a continuance of her friend- 
ship." 

This all perfectly comprehended, they 
sat down to breakfast, — BeUe, outside, af- 
fectionately watching them through the 
window, being treated in a manner by 
AuntjT with her own hands, that must, if 
there is any truth in the old saying, " lova 
me, love my dog,'' have satisfied Peter of 
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one thing that day — aboat which, in truth, 
he seemed to the full as pleased as did Belle 
herself. 

Breakfast over, Peter must come and look 
at something new that Warren had to show 
him in *Hhe workshop." '* There was a 
roaring fire ; and, if his mother liked, and 
Aunty, they might come, likewise." 

No, Aunty had fifty little things to see 
to that nobody could do but herself. And 
she thought — casting a glance at Lucretia 
— ^^ that if somebody else she knew had, 
too, it would be just as well. Lucretia 
Woodford was at liberty to please herself, 
however.*' 

That granted, a move was made to '*' the: 
workshop,'' which looked quite cheery and 
inviting with the pine-logs blazing away-up 
the chimney; and, taking the chairs as- 
signed them, Lucretia's eyes said plain 
enough to Peter, if her tongue was silent : 
— " How happy this, is it not?" And then 
a slight shade passed over her face, as she 
looked round her, and Peter read:— ^^ Too 
happy to last long — how few and fleeting 
our best joys." 

^^ Let us make the most of them, then, 



88 BETTT WESTMINSTER. 

while we can," "^read Lucretia in return ; 
and, hiding the tear that came swimming, 
whether she would or no, from Warren — 
only one thought seemed to be occupying 
his heart as well as hands at the moment, 
and that was how best to prove to his mo- 
ther — Peter, he knew, saw through him — 
that he was thinking of anything but what 
he was ; ^ and, his apparatus now all ready, 
even Peter himself, in the curious exhibition 
that followed, was carried away, and forgot 
for an hour all about Mammon-House, and 
Mother's Rights, as if there had been no 
such things in being. 

Then, a message coming from Aunt Bar- 
bara, '^ just to intimate that she was in ex- 
istence," Peter looked at his watch, and 
must be thinking of his other duties. 
Whereupon, away went Warren, to wash 
his hands and put himself in fit trim to 
bear him company back home again. 

And calling to him, as he ran oJBT, to 
come to them, in the garden, Peter took 
the path towards the laurel-walk, chatting 
cheerfully with Lucretia as they strolled 
along about her parish pensioners, and 
other such usual matters, as if he had no 
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thought beyond; though, in truth, as 
anxious to get a chance of ten minutes 
quiet conversation with her as she was with 
him. 

Coming to an end with the parochials : — 
" You want to speak to me about Warren, 
don't you ?" he asked. 

'^ You conjuror 1" 

" You are such a bad dissembler,, that's 
it." 

" How judged you?*' 

" By your eyes." 

" Are they such tell-tales ?" 

" They tell honest truths any how— they 
can*t help it — and the best beauty they 
have to boast of." 

" I must take care, though, if you are so 
penetrating." 

" All the same, I was right ?" 

" Perfectly. There was a cloud on his 
mind when he left me to breakfast with you 
yesterday — it was gone when he returned." 

" Ah ! how know you that ?" 

" He is as bad a dissembler, I suppose, 
as his mother." 

" He has told you all then ?" 

'' 1 don't know." 
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Then came out the little episode of 
^' Betty and the spider ; and the nipped 
nose, and cold hands, and heavy heart ; and, 
when the secret was out, and he got warmer 
and happier, of all ahout Mother's Bights, 
and Mammon-House ; and how, if the 
meshes of Betty's web were made of iron, 
he knew a way to escape them : — " and now 
if those teU-tale^yes which Peter had drawn 
the glad tears into, as he ceased speaking, 
had never told any other tale than they 
were telling him at that moment, he bad 
pronounced it the most eloquent and beau- 
tiful could come from woman's heart I 

^^ Knows a way, does he, to escape them ? 
Yes — ^the way you yourself have taught 
him — he told me so. And what said you ?" 

'^ As to whether he ought to go flying 
into Betty's web, to recover his mother's 
rights ?— yes, there's' no doubt about it." 

Lucretia remarked, " how cold it was,^' 
and drew her shawl closer round her. 

" Gro ? Yes. How else know the sort of 
rock he is built upon ? It is not that house 
trembles at winds or waves. Let them 
bluster and beat, what cares it ? Shake 
and shiver at danger — what glory in that ? 
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Built our house on the sands have we ? 
Pooh ?" — and Peter stopped short and took 
a small thick rolume from his pocket ; and, 
opening it at the third chapter of Daniel : 
— " read these," said he, putting his finger 
on the 24th, 25th, 26th, 27th, and 28th 
verses : — 

" How would the fourth Form — tha 
Form like into the Son of God — have ap- 
peared with His servants, Shadrack, Me- 
shach, and Abednego, in the burning fiery- 
furnace, if they had never been thrown 
therein ?" 

" True !" returned Lucretia, closing the 
Book. '^ Yes, that Rock will suffice. He 
with him, I know, he will walk unscathed — 
no harm can ever come to him." 

This was joyful hearing for Peter! Aunt 
Barbara was calling them at the top of her 
voice, but he heeded her not ; and, strik- 
i ng off across the shrubbery into the pad- 
dock — " Tell Mr. Warren, we are gone to 
look at the Turkeys," said he to Humphrey, 
* ' he'll be by here presently ; and, if he 
don't find us there, we shan't be far off, I 
daresay ; he must look about for us till he 
does —may be we may go across to the 
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school, and on to Copse Green ;*' — and now 
all to themselves, and Warren to talk ahout, 
that was a day of days for both of them, 
which Peter well knew how to make the 
most of, and Lucretia to profit by — so en- 
tirely, that when Warren's voice came hal- 
lowing and shouting to them in the wind, 
she had made up her mind that if she had 
to part with him that very hour, she could 
now do it without a pang ; sure that against 
the rock Peter had built his house on 
the winds and waves might exhaust their 
utmost fury— they never would be able to 
hurt it. 

Peter Borrington was not one of those 
who raise a cry against riches, if in right 
hands. On the contrary, " too much," he 
would often say, " could scarcely fall to the 
stewardship of the good." The thought of 
uncle Timothy's wealth had no terrors for 
him, as far as Warreji was concerned, fur- 
ther than the natural anxiety he might be 
supposed to feel at losing one so young and 
so much beloved from his flock, and seeing 
him committed to the care and com- 
panionship of those who made gold their 
God. Peter would not have been th e man, 



BETTY WESTMINSTER 93 

the friend, and pastor, and experienced 
teacher he was, if, with all his trust in his 
pupil, he could have seen him depart from 
him into strange places, and among aliens 
in tiQart, and money-grasping mammonites, 
^nd godless usurers, and felt no solicitude 
for his safe return. He did feel anxious, 
though he had no fears ; his confidence 
was unhounded, but the best heart was only 
flesh ; his prayers should be unceasing, 
though he knew that not one would go un- 
heard. Riches were a deceit and a snare — 
it behoved the wisest and the strongest to 
take heed lest they fell therein." 

But month followed month, without any 
further intelligence of any kind either from 
uncle Timothy or Aunt Betty ; till Lucretia 
began almost to hope they had altered their 
minds about Warren, and that, after all, 
they should live to see him the great man 
she well knew in his heart he still above all 
things longed to be ! 

It was the early Spring. Nature, after 
her winter-rest, was awake and up again, and P 

calling forth her sons and daughters to come 
and lend her their strength to help her on 
with the glad work she was doing for them. 



<. 
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Active hands were busy on all sides in fields 
and gardens that sweet Spring morning. 
Harvest-home, anyone could see, was in every 
eye and heart, and to the tune of it merrily 
went the blithe carols of labour along. 

The squire held his vernal meetings with 
Ben Brimble, his bailiff. The vicar, if skill 
and care could do it, would carry off the 
cucumber and melon-prizes this year, ^^ see 
if he wouldn't, from Barbara Woodford." 
Barbara knew better — " he'd see if he 
should," crowed Humphrey. Lucretia, too, 
had to plant out, and plant in, and " if she 
didn't gain the first pansy prize, she might 
the second, if she took care not to let that 
cunning Aaron Roots, up at The Priory, 
get the start of her." Aaron had got it, and, 
keeping his counsel, was biding his time, 
whistling over it the while, as if the one 
pound ten were already in his pocket. 
Warren, as usual, had his hands full — now 
to contrive and cut out a new trellis-work, 
to go under his mother's and his own 
windows, for the new creepers to twine up, 
and with the jasmin and roses to form quite 
a Uttle bower of sweets to regale them in 
the summer when they threw open their 
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windows of a morning. Yes, and poor old 
dame Glutton, too, opposite, it would never 
do— though seventy and past— for her to be 
idle either. She had her Spring-work to 
do," if, by and bye, she was to have a nice 
cabbage in the pot, when her sailor-boy 
came home to see her, and a cauUiflower, 
too, and a dish of broad-beans, come a 
Sunday, and Sally was with them, and they 
all sat down happy together," 

In short. Providence was very good, and 
very just, and would help one and all alike, 
from the highest to the lowest, if they 
would only help themselves. If they w^uld 
reap, they must first sow :- and here the 
old dame might chuckle over the squire 
himself — " his cabbages as sweet as her s ? 
At all events, she wouldn't change with him, 
if he wanted her." 

Though seed-time only, the harvest-song, 
as we have heard, was being sung round 
and about in every honest heart, nor was 
one in all Rexbury, that sweet Spring 
morning, singing it louder to himself than 
Warren Woodford's. 

There he was, up on the ladder-top, ham- 
mering and nailing away under his mother's 
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window, as if the roses and jasmines that 
he had in his mind's eye for her were to 
blow for ever, and she live as long to 
enjoy them. 

Who could have had the heart to tell 
him at that moment— those roses would 
never blow for him, that year, or his mother 
either ? 

Next morning, as soon as it was light, up 
he was again at his carpentering, whistling 
away in a manner quite took the shine out 
of master Thrush in the hawthorn ; when, 
turning his head to see who it was talking 
at the gate with Clough, there stood Simon 
Penny, the postman, with a cross-country 
letter for them. 

Warren saw, by the cut of it, it was from 
Hillborough, and, pale as marble, stooped 
and took it from Clough without a word. 
Yes, it was from Aunt Betty — and the cold 
seized on his heart so, for a moment or 
two he felt as if he had no blood in him, 
and held by the window sill to save himself 
from reeling. Somehow he reached the 
ground, for the ladder seemed tottering 
beneath him, and, gaining his mother's 
room, placed the letter in her hand in 
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silence, and, sinking into a chair, sat like 
a statue, fixed and motionless, while she 
read it through. 

It was from Aunt Betty — very short, and 
to the point, to say : — 

" That dear brother Timothy had, ac- 
cording to promise, turned it over ii his 
mind what he could best do for Warren ; 
and, beUeving him to be a pious, dutiful 
son, ^ho had caused his mother no trouble, 
would receive him, free of charge, into his 
house, on trial, if he were so disposed, as 
soon as they chose to send him. That 
then^ if he behaved himself well;, and took 
to business kindly as he ought, dear Timothy 
had thoughts of bringing him up to the 
Brewing and Malting trade ; and by and 
bye, perhaps, of setting him up in the world 
straight on his legs some day. But all 
would depend on his own conduct. 

" It was best," it went on to say, " to 
take Timothy while he was in the humour. 
So, if they meant Warren to come, they 
must let them know at once, and she 
would send him the money to pay his 
journey over; and all snug and would 
take care and have his room ready for him." 

VOL. II. F 
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Nothing could well be clearer than this ; 
it was Betty's own, too, every word of it ; 
and, yet, clear as it was and conclu«ive, 
Lucretia must read it again and again, with 
dizzied brain and swimming eyes, before 
she could quite realize it. 

As for Warren, he knew, by his mother's 
face, what it contained without reading a 
word, and kept his eyes anxiously fixed on 
her, thinking of nothing but the suffering 
struggle internal therein depicted; till 
seeing her grasp the letter convulsively in 
both hands, he drew near her, and, kissing 
her cold cheek, whispered as well as he 
could command himself, — ^^ Remember, if 
I go, and make us all good Mends again, 
won't that be something ?/ 

It needed but this ; — and, throwing hwr 
arms round his neck, Lucretia found a 
sovereign relief in that delicious inter- 
mingling of the one heart overflowing, that 
all Peter's philosophy, sound howsoever, 
could not have given her. 

** Yes, go," she said, " and God go with 
you, my child ! It is for the best that you 
should. It is His will — I know it — ^I feel that 
it is. He will be a father to the fatherless 
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yes, a father and a mother all in one — on that 
score I have no fear — no, none !" 

Then it was Warren's turn to want 
comfort ; and, choking, he laid his head on 
his mother's bosom. Oh I how he had 
always loved her — loved her with a love 
he never knew the intensity of till that 
moment But no, not half as much as she 
deserved. What a mother she had been to 
him from his cradle I — what did he not owe 
to her —and faster than she could kiss th^n 
away streamed the grateful tears down his 
cheeks, as his sobs told her so. When, till 
now, did such a thoufifht as a separation 
ftom e«=h other, for ^or. ihan ft might 
have taken him and Peter to run up to 
London to see the sights for a week, or 
over to Tenby for a dip in the sea, ever 
enter their minds ? And now they were 
going to be torn apart in earnest, and m a 
way, accommodate it to their consciences on 
the plea of duty and expediency how they 
would, neither, try for it as they might, 
could find a ray of comfort from. 

And so passed an hour more away, — 
Aunt Barbara, who had received a hint 
from Esther, thinking it best to let the 
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troubled hearts talk alone together of their 
troubles ; — till Peter arriving, Aunty judged 
they had had enough of it — " and now let 
them dry the tears away." 

Lucretia put the letter into Peter's hand. 

A glance, first at one face, then at the 
other, sufficed. 

" Yes — when I have had my breakfast," 
said he. '' Dinah's in a fine way, I can tell 
you, about it — the tea and rolls all ready, 
and nobody to eat them." 

" Good gracious then ! why act so ?" 
cried Aunty, 

" All Simon's fault, I tell you." 

" The blockhead ! What right had he to 
have any eyes about him ?" 

" Anyhow he had it seems : — but a little 
more milk if you please — thank you, — 
and a slice of the cold bacon, Warren, not 
too thin No green in the pot, eh ? sure ? 
Thinking of something else, you didn't 
forget ? Not impossible. Strong rather, 
isn't it ? Yes, a little more milk — that will 
do. Well you may have no nerves to speak 
of, driuk your tea strong as that." 

All the same, with the aid of the new 
milk, Peter got through two large cups of 
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it, strong as it was ; — when, " now then to 
business," said he, opening the letter and 
reading it through : — " Yes, this is some- 
thing more like Aunt Betty's own, I'm 
thinking. — ^Well, and now you want to 
know^ I suppose, what I hare to say 
about it?" 

Poor Lucretia struggled hard to look 
composed. 

" Go ? Yes, of course," went on Peter ; 
^^ go, by all means, and be good friends 
again, as Christian brothers and sisters 
ought to be." 

Warren's eyes glistened. 

" Yes, that is your duty— but— " 

Lucretia looked anxiously up. 

But, should it turn out otherwise than we 
hope for; should it please Him, whose 
will rules all things, to order it seemingly 
against, instead of for us, — still I say — our 
duty done— rejoice ! Let us be thankful" — 
and Peter's voice might have failed him 
for a moment if Aunty had not been by— 
" thankful 1 that, whatever may happen 
here, please God — there will still be a home, 
and a good home, with its arms and heart 
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always open, readj to receive him— when he 
wants it." 

What more could mother's heart ask ? 

From that hour, duty alone seemed the 
one thought uppermost-*-" and that duty 
should he done I" Warren kept telling his 
heart from mom to night, though he hroke 
it doing it." 

And now dear Aunty was in her element. 
Any one would have thought she was going 
to pack him off to the Antipodes, instead 
of only a day's journey across to Hill- 
horough. 

At last, having, with Clough and Esther 
crammed every trunk and hox till the lids 
were nearly forced off their hinges ; and, 
moreover, filled a little green and rose- 
coloured silk purse of his mother's netting 
in a manner made even Peter stare with 
wonder— Warren took farewell of his friends. 
Who is there hut has had some experience, 
joyous or saddening, at one time or another, 
of that heart-touching word farewell ? And 
Peter saw it was time to he off: — and 
squeezing dear Aunty's hand once more, so 
hard and long that the tears came into hoth 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 103 

her eyes — then glueiiag his lips to his mo- 
ther's cheek till Peter got quite fidgetty and 
snappish — " one more — yet one more last 
kiss;" — and, jumping into the post-chaise 
that was to take them over to Boss to meet 
the coach, and Peter after him — off they 
were going, when one of the hoxes shifting 
a little from its place on the foot-board, 
Humphrey had 'to strap it down tighter. 

This would take him half a minute at 
most, if he was quick about it. It was 
worth, that half minute, whole ages at any 
other time, and his mother got every second 
of it except the last five. 

" Go on— go on !" called Peter. 

" Good bye," said Warren, waving his 
hand, as his eyes rested their last glimpse 
on the trellis ; " good-bye all— good-bye to 
the roses !" and, letting down the glass on 
his side quick as thought, Peter thrust 
his head out for a minute — " riding in a 
close carriage," he said, " always, just at firsts 
making him feel so funny." 

" Be steadfast^ and fear not," were 
Peter's parting words, when, on the coach- 
roof, they saw Dick Acre lock the hind- 
boot, and that they must shake hands and 
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be sharp about it ; and the nod in answer 
— ^for words were then all over— the nod in 
answer that met them, so far from sending 
Peter back with a long face, took him to 
" The Briers" next evening, looking so 
happy and handsome I that Lucretia felt, as 
he gave her a full, true, and particular 
account of it all— spite of dear Aunty's 
prior rights — almost inclined to fall in love 
with him. 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE reception/ 



On the evening on which Warren was ex- 
pected at Hillborough, about an hour before 
the coach came in, Uncle Timothy and 
Aunt Betty sat chatting together in the 
back parlour on various affairs. 

Timothy looked all the years older that 
time had given him since we saw him face 
to face last With the slightest stretch of 
imagination, so identical were the two, there 
sat old Geoffry his father, himself, in the 
same old leather chair by the fire-side, 
dressed in the same dirty-drab trousers and 
waistcoat and broad-tailed snuff-brown coat 
he always wore, shaking his knees, and rest- 
lessly peering round the room, as if he 
feared every moment somebody was coming 
in to rob him of his hoardings. 

F 2 
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Betty, too, showed she was not so young 
as she was hy all the winters had heen 
grizzling the hair ahout her forehead and 
temples since Daddy was laid in the dust. 
But, in other respects, Betty carried her 
age well ; though the horribly ugly way in 
which she dressed her portly person was 
enough to try it severely, had she been ten 
times better favoured than she was. On 
Sundays she came out very fine ; but one 
every-day gown seemed to have sufficed her 
so long, that the neighbours knew it so 
thoroughly by heart, they would have 
stared to have seen her in any other. It 
had onc^ been a good black bombasin, but 
the colour and substance were gone out of 
it, and it hung about her as if it only 
wanted a pull to fall into pieces. The 
fashion was hideous— tight fitting about the 
body and sleeves, the waist between the 
shoulders, and the skirt clinging close to the 
hips, and just falling low enough to leave 
exposed, in Betty Westminster's case, a 
large, flat, splay-foot, and gouty ancle. 
She wore two kinds of bonnets — a mouse- 
coloured, what had once been rich, lute 
string, trimmed with amber ribbons ; and a 
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brown beaver, with a black feather twirled 
tight round the crown like the paper-frilling 
to a twelfth-cake ; and, with it always, as 
it was her favourite, a pair of grass-green 
gloves, size --large, eights and a quarter. 

It was market-day at Hillborough. 
Timothy had done some good sales of 
wheat, and was in unusual pleasant spirits. 
Betty, too, had bought a turkey and a 
couple of ducks for eighteen-pence less 
than Lady Bellshaw's cook had given for 
only her turkey, and that a last year's one 
— and .Warren might have chosen fifty 
other days whereon to make his first entry 
among them, and not been half as fortunate. 

" Got them for six and two-pence, did 
you ?'* grinned Timothy. " Make a nice 
dinner, the ducks, for Sunday. Maybe, 
they Ve brought him up daintily, shouldn't 
wonder.*' 

" Nor I at all." 

^^ Well^ must pet him a bit at first, if he's 
like his mother." 

^^ Not impossible he's a tractable lad, if 
all's true they tell of him." 

Timothy shook his knees. 

'^ A month's trial was best." 
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" Much/' 

^' Feel it at first, till he's broken in a bit, 
I'll warrant-" 

Timothy giggled. 

The town-clock struck the half-hour. 

" Got his room ready ?" asked Tim, ris- 
ing, and taking his hat. 

^' Bibbs is about it now, fetching in the 
drawers and table from over the way." 

" What — ^that were James Hoxton's ?" 

" Yes — John Dorking don't want them. 
They've moved the oak-press, out of the 
back- kitchen, up stau^ ; John says it will do 
very well, and save going to Griffins ; and 
Bibbs can spare him her glass for a day or 
two, till I can find one handy about some- 
where.'* 

'* It'll be a comfort to him, won't it ?" 
grinned Tim, ^' to have his mother's room, 
that was, all to himself ? Put him in, too, 
have you, a bit of carpet by the bed-side, 
and a towel-horse? for among them, over 
theiH3, West, he's been brought up tenderish, 
make sure of it«" 

^* No, but ril go up and see about it," 
said Betty; '^and find if Bibbs has got 
another blanket for him-— and tell h^ to 
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have the kettle boiling, for he'll be in now 
in ten minutes, and want something to warm 
him, poor lad, he will j" — whereupon, reach- 
his stick, off went Timothy down street, to 
find Gideon Wolff and his barrow, before 
the* coach came in. 

It would have been unnatural, if, however 
cold and indifferent. Timothy and Betty's 
hearts might beat towards the mother, they 
had felt no interest for her child, and that 
child their own part flesh and blood, and 
now, by every Westminsterian tie, entitled 
to their first consideration. 

It had ever been an immutable law, as we 
have seen with the Westminsters, of their 
race, to leave the great bulk of their wealth 
to the next heir-male, whoever he might be, 
making, in comparison, but insignificant 
provision for their females. And now the 
thought of this pressed on Timothy's mind 
more than he chose to acknowledge — the 
thought of what he ought to do about 
Warren, his nephew, if it so happened that 
he died a bachelor, or, as Betty counselled, 
should marry, but have no heir?'* 

" Nevertheless, pluck up and marry, by 
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all means/' persisted Betty, '^ and decide to 
have one." 

Timothy had his misgivings. The thought, 
somehow, did not please him. But he 
listened ; till at last he became more recon- 
ciled to it, and by degrees it assumed a 
shape not so impracticable as he had at first 
conceived it. 

But takinor unto himself a wife was not 
the light matter, with Timothy that many 
made of it. He looked at it, as all his race 
had ever done, as one of life's most serious 
acts, never on any account to be so much as 
contemplated for a moment but for the 
most needful and cogent reasons. Love he 
laughed at, as he might at a shiny fireless 
tjrate, when he was shivering with cold ; or 
an empty cupboard, when he was dving 
with hunger. " Bringing a lot of beggar 
brats into the world who need not be there, 
and, if they paid all their just debts, half 
the fathers and mothers of them without 
salt hardly to their porridge— where was the 
wisdom in that ?** 

Provision, and ample, before dreaming of 
the brats, was the canon-absolute with the 
Hillborough Westminsters ; and, even then, 
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best not dream of anything of the sort, un- 
less for the main object, the heir-male. 

" A couple more boobies going to the 
workhouse," would Timothy often say, 
laughing, as the marriage bells made all the 
girls' hearts leap of a morning in and round 
about Hillborough. " Gadzooks ! what 
after now? Want a heir-male, do they? — 
Glad to hear it." 

But brother Timothy's want of the heir- 
male was a widely different affair, as sister 
Betty proved to him, to Booby Quiverful's 
As she emphatically said : — "It was one of 
those things it wa^ his duty to thmk about." 

And, so, looking at it in that light, 
Timothy did think of it a good deal ; yes, 
and of his nephew, Warren Woodford, too 
— which probably, as Betty reckoned on, 
made him like the matrimonial thought still 
better, and better. 

But Timothy never did anything in a 
hurry. There was plenty of time for the 
heir-male, " when he had made a little more 
for him." 

Meanwhile, Warren should come — ^that 
was their duty. Report spoke well of him 
for steady conduct ; 90 he could not take 
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much after his father. And then came 
across Timothy, the hatred Daddy had al- 
ways had for a soldier ; and, with it, Betty's 
advice, " to pluck up and see if he couldn't 
have a sou of his own," tickling in his ear 
sweeter and sweeter. 

*^But where was he to find a wife — a 
wife to suit him ?'' 

** A very proper and praiseworthy ques- 
tion. Of himself he nev ercould," — to that 
Betty quite agreed; — " he must leave it en- 
tirely to her." 

" Willingly." 

S03 Warren might come. It was their 
duty, true, to so do for him. And, in so 
doing, Betty was never more mistaken in 
her life, if Warren's coming did not ex- 
pedite, too, the male-heir proper she had 
in her mind's eye, hetter than all her efforts. 

A stage coach ever had, and always would 
have had hut for the giant monster that 
drove it off the roads, intense charms for a 
youngster of Warren's age and temperament, 
especially if horsed and appointed as was 
" The Defiance," that the good folks of 
Hillborough, assembled round " The White 
Hart" on« the evening under notice, were 
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expecting to see rattle up its High Street 
as the clocks struck seven, full in and out. 

Nevertheless, joyous as the ride would 
have been to him at any other time, with 
heart at ease, Warren had not got over 
his mother's last look, and Peter's farewell 
grasp for the first twenty miles of his 
journey at least. Then, Dick Acre, the 
guard, drawing him out, he got happier, 
and, as they rattled on, he began to chat 
away in a manner astonished himself ; till, 
the struggle over, a fresh life seemed to be 
opening to him at every step, and, what 
was equally inspiriting, such manifest proofs 
of how appreciably he was rising in Dick's 
estimation^ that well his chest might expand 
with pride and delight, to think what his 
mother and Peter's joy would be, when he 
told them of all he had felt, and bravely 
mastered, since he left them. 

It had been a bitter cold day; and, 
though amply fortified against it by his 
mother and Aunt Barbara's considerate care, 
aided by Dick Acre to an extent was quite 
fatherly ! glad enough was Warren, although 
no coddle, when, to the tune of '• Hearts 
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of Oak," in Dick's best style, they arrived 
at " The White Hart." 

Safe-landed at last, he looked about him 
for some face among the loiterers assembled 
that corresponded with the features his 
mother had sketched for him of his Uncle 
Timothy and Aunt Betty ; but, none ap- 
pearing to his fancy, he took out his purse 
to pay his fare ; and, having got his lu^age 
all right in a heap on the pavement, and 
tipped Dick like a gentleman— -now what 
was he to do ? — Here he was at his jour- 
ney's end — atHillborough at last — the home 
of his mother's infancy-within a stone's 
throw, he knew, of his uncle's house— and, 
yet;— but here, fortunately for his equani- 
mity, a hand touched him on the shoulder, 
^nd, tummg round :-" Is your name War- 
ren Woodford?" asked a short, sinister, 
shabby, shuffling looking man, past middle 
age, at his elbow, beckoning, as he spoke, to 
a ragged, wild-eyed, woolly-headed youth 
in the road, to come up with has barrow 
nearer the curb-stone. 

Warren stared at the speaker, endently 
confused for a moment by something that 
was passing in his mind. 
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The shabby, shuffling-looking stranger 
repeated his question. 

" I beg your pardon," said Warren, 
blushing, to think how rude he must have 
appeared, but, still, having no conception 
that it was his uncle Timothy he was ad- 
dressing ; till, offering one hand, while with 
the other he motioned Gideon to put the 
luggage on the barrow, and follow them — 
then did the colour in good earnest rush into 
Warren's cheeks, as, stammering out some- 
thing about his bad behaviour, and ^^ yes, 
his name was Woodford," which Timothy 
giggled at, the thought occurred to him 
that the shabby, shuffling fellow at his side 
was no other than his own maternal uncle, 
the wealthy Timothy Westminster, of Hill- 
borough, worth, after payment of every 
debt he owed in the world, more, they said, 
than Six Hundred Thousand Pounds. 

Not much passed between uncle and 
nephew as they walked along. Timothy 
asked after his mother, and was glad to hear 
she was well, and continued to like Rexbury. 
" It was a dear part of the country to live 
in,'* he had heard ; no market, was there, 
nearer than Ross ? 
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" No." 

" Bad that ! Paid through the nose, 
then, at Rexbury, for every thing?*' and 
arrived at his own door, Timothy let him- 
self in with a latch-key, and, leading the 
way down the narrow dark passage to the 
end of it, Aunt Betty made her appearance 
out of the little back parlour, their usual 
sitting room, ^holding a candle in one hand, 
while she shaded her eyes with the other, 
the better to be sure it was the right person 
before she opened her arms to receive him. 
Starting back, as Warren now stood full 
in the light before her, Betty gave a little 
shriek of seeming surprise and delight at 
the handsome young man who was grasping 
her hand with such tenderness ; and, mea- 
suring him from head to foot, she looked as 
if she would like very well to have a kiss, 
too, at least, so Warren's full heart thought, 
and, oflPering his cheek, she pressed her lips 
to it ; and then, asking him after his mo- 
ther and Aunt Barbara, sat down, to judge 
more at her ease, by his replies to her ques- 
tions, what sort of game she had to play, 
before beginning it. 

Warren's heart was one of those that are 
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easily read to the bottom of by eyes sharp 
and clever enoug^h, and Aunt Betty had 
plumbed it thoroughly before they had 
talked together for half an hour. She saw 
that it was as good, and gentle, and gene- 
rous a heart as ever beat in a young man's 
bosom, as brave and undaunted withal, on 
points of duty, as any she had ever met 
with, though of double its age and experi- 
ence. And, having satisfied herself thus 
far— she was sure he must be hungry, say 
as he would, and rang the bell for tea. 

While this was getting ready. Uncle 
Timothy, would go and send off his letters 
by the post ; and, drawing her chair nearer 
the fire, and inviting Warren to do the 
same^ Betty threw on another billet or two, 
and presently got so talkative and agreeable, 
that Warren wondered what they could 
have been thinking of to call her stem and 
repulsive. She appeared to him just the 
contrary — a little rough and off-handed of 
speech now and then perhaps, and nothing 
near so lady-like mannered as his mother ; 
but rather, he thought, open and hearty 
than otherwise ; not refined at all certainly, 
but with a bluff candour about her, to his 
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mind was worth a thousand of his Uncle 
Timothy's hollow smiles whenever he spoke 
to him, and empty giggles. 

Betty saw the good impression she had 
created, and ,;^her eyes shone so hright that 
Warren soon could look at them, and not 
think them ugly at all. Betty Westminster 
was a woman, and her nephew ^^ as hand- 
some a youngi man of his complexion " — she 
owned it to Timothy before she wished good 
night — " as you would see in a day's march.'^ 
She would have been less than woman, to 
have had those two beautiful beaming blue 
eyes kindly smiling on her as they were 
that first evening, and telling her such tales 
of true fiUal love and affection ! her full 
share of which she heiself might have if she 
would— and been insensible to the appeal 

Betty knew the value of first impressions, 
and she knew also perfectly well the sort of 
ones which her nephew had most likely 
come full of, possibly not much to her ad- 
vantage. These she must do away with. 
She had settled that in her own mind from 
the hour she had given her sanction to 
Warren's coming to live with them. He 
should find her a very different sort of Aunt 
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Betty to what she had been represented* 
And so Warren did ; — and now was get- 
ting so warm and happy^ that Betty jumped 
up, and, giving him another little kiss, 
bustled out of the room for a minute to 
drop a word or two about an eiLtra dish in 
BibVs ear, for a great treat just for once. 
And presently — the tea-things laid out, and 
the kettle singing away on ^he hob, and a 
plate of buttered-toast smoking on the trivet 
— all gave such an air of homie, and com- 
fort, and content to the little parlour, that 
Warren*s heart was fairly melted, and found 
a melody even in uncle Timothy's giggles that 
night, in chorus with the tea-kettle, was the 
pleasantest music he had heard all to no- 
thing since his mother's last ^^ God bless 
you !" 

Hardly had the first round of toast dis- 
appeared when in came Bibbs with a 
covered dish, that smelt so savoury, Warren 
could not but let Uncle Timothy help him 
to some of it. It was a sort of hashed 
tripe, which Bibbs was famous for, gar- 
nished with little bits of fried bacon, and 
really was not bad, with a good appetite. 
Timothy thought it excellent ! he had never 
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tasted any [better, and between tbem they 
emptied the dish. 

Well might Bibbs stare. Never was such 
profusion ! Hot buttered toast, round upon 
round, and eggs, and Sally Lunns, and sure 
as she was a living woman, the last pot left 
of the honey ! ! ! — that never could last 
she was certain. 

His ride, now the load was somewhat off 
his heart, from the kind reception he had 
met with, had given Warren a keen appe- 
tite, and the buttered toast, though brackish 
rather the first mouthful or two, disappeared, 
piece after piece, at a rate made Uncle 
Timothy stare again. Betty smiled de- 
lighted, and would hear of no excuses— eat 
and drink he must, if he meant to prdve to 
her he was as contented and happy to see 
them as they were to see him. Betty's tea 
was not strong, not one quarter as strong or 
fine flavoured as Aunt Barbara's, and, ge- 
nerally speaking, Warren disliked the taste 
of coarse brown-sugar ; but the salt butter 
and bacon made him thirsty, and down went 
cup after cup with a relish, that Peter, had 
he been looking on, would have been quite 
startled at, for fear ot his nerves. 
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« 

Positiyely he could eat and drink no 
more. And now Timothy, the ice broken, 
put question after question to him about his 
mother; and Aunt Bg.rbara; and Peter 
Borrington ; and how they lived at " The 
Briers," and passed their time ; and what 
they gave for provisions ; and if Ross did 
much business in com ; and what sort of 
beer they brewed there ? — and put them so 
kindly and feelingly, that soon not a secret 
of his heart— except his love for mechanics, 
which he thought he had better say nothing 
about at present — ^but he had let out before 
the clocks had struck nine. 

Then Betty must say good night, and be 
getting back again home to Blythe House. 
" But you must come and breakfast with me 
to-morrow at eight o^clock. And then 
we'll go together and have a look over the 
town and about > and you can return with 
me to dinner, and pass the day with me if 
you like. " At ^hat time do you dine at 
Rexbury ?" 

" At six." 

" Six I" and Betty, horrified, threw up 
her arms. " Zounds I time almost to be 
thinking of bed. No wonder you look so 

VOL. II. o 
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thin and pulled" — Betty made no sRow- 
ance for the long ride since sun-rise. " But 
you'll soon fetch up, 111 warrant, at Hill- 
borough, come to get into healthy ways." 

Warren assured them, " That any hour 
was the same to him ; for his own part, he 
never had a better appetite than at 1." 

" When I was a lad,'* said Timothy, " as 
often as not I ate my dinner, and glad 
enough to get it, with the plate on my 
knees ; yes, and had to earn it, too-— earn it 
before I got it." 

" That's just what I should like to do,'' 
returned Warren — " earn mine.*' 

" Would you ?" giggled Timothy, rub- 
bing his hands. " Good" — ^and, set off on 
his favourite hobby, Timothy would have 
told them a story of the wonders he used to 
do years back, when Daddy was alive ; ^' and 
then let him think if he, Warren, with pair 
of ^bite hands like those, could have worked 
as he did/' But Betty could stay no longer 
— he must tell them all about it some other 
day ; and, wishing good night, and recom- 
mending an early bed, off started Peggy, 
first in advance with a lantern in hand, fol- 
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lowed by her mistress; and Warren was 
left alone with his Uncle. 

After such a meal as he had just eaten, 
Timothy was safe in throwing open all the 
further delicacies of his larder and cellar 
that night ; and thoroughly, tired, Warren 
asked leave to shake hands and be shown to 
his chamber. 

" You'll find it colder here than at Rex- 
bury, I shouldn't wonder," said Timothy. 
" If you're not warm enough, you can throw 
over you a great coat, can't you, tp^night ? 
And to-morrow Bibbs can find you another 
blanket. It s the room your mother always 
slept in." 

Had he been cold as ice, Timothy had 
now touched a cheering chord, enough to 
send the warm blood tingling to his finger 
ends. As it was, full of hot tea and buttered 
toast, and the little parlour suffocatingly 
close, Warren felt that the fresh air of his 
mother's room would be a sweet relief. And 
at last there, and alone, he drew a deep 
breath, but it did him no good — then 
another — and another— but there was the 
load still at his heart ; and, to try and 
smother it, he set to work to unpack his 
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trunks, and stow away their contents in the 
drawers and cupboard. And he was going 
on manfuUj with it^ till a little oval minia- 
ture of his mother turned up among his 
books and drawings, when he felt all his 
strength leave him ; and, sitting down on 
the bed-foot with it open on his knee, there 
he remained gazing on it riyetted, as if in 
a trance, till the tears came trickling down 
his cheeks ; and, falling on his knees with it 
still grasped in his hands, he poured out 
his heart unrestrained where he knew it 
would be heard — and the load was gone ; 
and, rising happier than he had felt all day, 
he placed the porti^ait under his pillow ; 
and, presently laying his head on it, fell 
into a sound and peaceful sleep—" Through- 
out the whole night the roses all blowing 
around him," he told his mother in his letter 
next day, " as though it were the Garden 
of Eden/^ 



CHAPTER VIL 



FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 



Next morning Warren was up a good half 
hour before his uncle, and down at the wharf- 
side, where one of Timothy's corn-barges 
was being loaded for next day's clearing. 
Uncle Timothy, besides his brewery and 
maltings, &c.^ owned two large corn- water- 
mills in Hillborough^ which, during his 
father's time^ had done a considerable busi- 
ness in government contracts, and still 
brought in *^ a pretty penny/* as Betty 
termed it, '* as times went." 

The morning being fine and free from 
fog, Timothy^ as was his usual wont, took 
a turn down street, and round by the river, 
to have a look about him, and get an appe- 
tite for his breakfast ; and was not a litde 
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surprised to find his nephew there before 
him^ eagerly examining the stupendous per- 
formances of the cranes, and watching the 
men busily stowing away the huge sacks of 
flour in the hold. 

Timothy's eyes sparkled; and, offering a 
hand^ ** that's well," he said : — 

* Earlj to bed, and early to rise, 

*• Makes us healthy, and wealthy, and wise.' 

" But how did you find your way here ?" 

Warren turned round to point out, as his 
conductor, his wild- eyed, woolly-headed bar- 
row-friend of the preceding night, who, with 
his arm bared up to the shoulder, was lyiiigy 
a little way up the stream, on the edge of the 
bank, scouring all the holes within his reach 
for crawfish. 

^^ Ah, Gideon ? Yes, ready enough to 
earn a penny easy, trust him. Mustn't spoil 
him, mind. And slept sound, did you ?" 

'^ Sound as a top all night" — which was 
true; — and now the fresh blow from the 
water had brought back the roses to his 
cheeks all out so blooming again, that 
Timothy could not help chinking to himself 
as they walked on chatting cheerfully to- 
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gether, *^ what a fine, bold, handsome young 
man he was !" 

He did look^ without flattery, as brave and 
handsome a young fellow as ever stood by 
Hillborough wharf-side ; and uncle Timothy 
must have really thought so, too, to judge 
by the pride and pleasure he seemed to take 
in introducing him to one and the other of 
his friends and acquaintances that mornings 
as his nephew Warren. 

A sunny, smiling sky, welcoming one's 
fresh arrival to a new home, does a great 
deal for it. It makes all the difference. Had 
Warren looked out from his bed-room win^ 
dow^ that first morning, on the opposite 
houses enveloped in a thick fog, as they 
sometimes were, or drenched with pelting 
showers, ha would have felt very differently 
to what he then happily did by his uncle's 
side^ talking away with the sun full in his 
iiace^ and lighting up everything, as well as 
himself, in their brightest colours. 

He could hardly believe he was at Hill- 
borough. It was a fine old town, what he 
had seen of it, and not at all dull as he had 
expected to find it. He only wished his 
mother and Peter were with him, and then 
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he thought he could pitch his tent there as 
well as any where else in the world. It 
seemed rather a picturesque old place than 
otherwise; and the river gave it a busy, 
bustling air, with its wharfings and ware- 
houses along side of it, forming quite ^^ a 
respectable feature," as uncle Timothy said. 
Could anything be kinder than their recep- 
tion of him ? Miserly ? What a tea and 
supper they gave him last night? How 
delighted his mother and Aunt Barbara 
would be to hear about it ! ^' Oh, if it were 
only his good fortune to make them all 
friends again, how rejoiced he should be ! 
What sacrifice of his could be too great to 
restore to his mother her lost rights ?" — and 
proudly heaved his chest, as he sniffed the 
air, and fancied to himself, " what Peter 
would then say to him ?" 

It was quite a new and exciting scene to 
Warren that river-side, along which Uncle 
Timothy led him — now, as the day advanced, 
heaving with fresh life and industry at every 
turn ; and, but that the clocks, striking half 
past seven, reminded him that he was en- 
gaged to breakfast with Aunt Betty at eight, 
on he would have gone, listening to Timothy's 



in 
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21 stories of his youth, lost in a maze of won- 

j ders, and forgotten all about breakfast, and 

BIythe House, and everything else, so in- 
terested was he, 

'i Ah, you must be off now," said Timothy, 
stopping short, and turning back towards 
the place where they had just passed Gideon ; 
" or, sure enough, you'll have your Aunt 
looking down her nose, and that won't help 
us. Where's the fellow got ? Ah, there he 
is ! and with a handkerchief full of them for 
your breakfast. He'll show you the short 
way, across by The Chequers. Step out, 
and you'll be there in ten minutes." 

And so they were ; which made Gideon a 
shilling richer, and Aunt Betty all smiles at 
the sight of her nephew, punctual to a 
minute, and the fine lot of craw fish they 
had brought with them for Peggy to boiJ 
while she cut the bread and butter. 

" And been down to wharf-side already, 
have you?" smiled Betty, evidently struck 
with more admiration, as Warren held out 
both hands to her in his usual hearty way, 
as if he were greeting his mother, than she 
chose to show. " That's brave of you ! 
What, not one little kiss for me ?" — and hav- 

G 2 
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ing taken two for two : — " yes, and rosy as 
two apples I declare already" — pointing to 
his cheeks glowing with health — ^^ didn't I 
say so ? — ^made uncle Timothy open his eyes, 
too, ni be bound for it." 

Clearly, the Aunt was no less proud of 
her nephew's handsome face and figure and 
gentlemanly manners than was the Uncle. 
A night's rest had made him quite himself 
again, and the fresh flow of spirits his river- 
walk had given him set his tongue going at 
such a rate, that Betty, who loved to be 
amused, sat listening with a delight she had 
never tasted in her life before, and looked 
quite happy. 

" You like your tea strong, I'll warrant/' 
she said, dropping in an extra tea-speonful 
of congou ; '^ yes, and so did your mother 
always. Now sit down, then, and let's see 
what sort of a knife and fork you'll make of 
it with the cold gammon." 

Mean and miseiiy? What a mistake! 
Was it possible to be more liberal? He 
was quite surprised :— eggs, and toast, and 
hot-buttered cakes, and gammon, and craw- 
fish — call that mean and miserly? And 
there was actually a glass-dish full of lumps 
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of white-sQgar, eridently for him expressly, 
as Betty always put brown into her cup ; but 
of all the rest she partook just as he did ; 
and the tea almost as strong as Aunt Bar- 
bara's --could they call that mean and 
miserly ?*' 

" And do you thinks truth now, " you'd 
really like to be brought up to business ?" 
asked Betty, looking smilingly at the white 
hand was pouring some more water into the 
tea-pot from the kettle. 

Warren read her thoughts. " You think 
tlicy are too white for work, do you," replied 
he. " You shall see that, when they have 
the work to do." 

Betty winked, and a slight colour iSushed 
her cheeks for a mc m ent, as she caught the 
earnest look with wh h her nephew accom- 
panied his words fix^tl on her— ^the very 
image of his mother's. 

'' Ah, well, we shall see," she said, re- 
covering herselfw " Shouldn't woiider. May 
be, mayn't it" — more of the Westminster there 
than Woodford ?" 

Warren felt his face turn pale, then red as 
fire, and his lips move, but' without the 
ability to articulate a word. 
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It was just as well for them, at that mo- 
menty that they could not. 

Aunt Betty's keen eye noted every symp- 
tom J and, breakfast over : — " You'll find 
Aaron Bones out about somewhere in the 
garden, or Gideon Wolff, if Peggy hasn't 
gent him anywhere — may be you'd like to 
have a turn round while I see about dinner ; 
and then we'll go and look abou t us, won't 
we ? If you're fond of horses, I promise 
you a picture, look into the loose box nest 
the three-stall — Tiger's tied up, you needn't 
mind him — ^he's a beauty — we call him grey 
Jack, he's a beauty !" 

Think as he might about Mammon-House, 
Warren was not without a little feeling of 
self-consequence, come to the truth of it, at 
the reverential bow made him by Aaron 
Bones, who^ seeing his young master, as he 
already dubbed him in hi^ far-seeing wis- 
dom, coming across the court-yard, settled 
it immediately, that he could do nothing 
without him ; and, taking off his hat, 
Warren was made aware for the first time in 
his life that day, not only what an all-power- 
ful agent Gold is, but how many unexpected 
friends it raises even its remotest possible 
expectants up at every turn. 
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** I think you are the veiy person I am 
looking for,'* said Warren, returning the sa- 
lute, " Will you have the kindness to tell 
me, out of the long range of stabling I see 
before me, where * the loose-box is next the 
three stall,' in which I may find grey Jack ?" 

Whereupon, Aaron, grinning his self-com- 
placency, deemed that, before came the in- 
troduction to grey Jack, a word or two, by 
way of preface, about ' the long range of 
stabling,' all of which Jack had to himself, 
might be as well ; and, scratching his head, 
gave Mr. Warren to understand : — " That 
the farm round, all of which ' was his Uncle 
Timothy's, being let off to farmer Bullock, 
all, except the two paddocks there, and the 
cherry-orchard at the bottom — Missus had no 
need of but one strong, steady, useful beasts 
to drag the four-wheel, and that was him 
they caUed grey Jack, and a wonderful beast 
he was for a heavy weight, as ever was 
foaled !'' 

" When the old Squire lived there. Squire 
Highbury, it was different. He was a terrible 
man for hunting ! It was rattling times with 
them then — never less than tliree regular 
hunters all the season, besides two hacks. 
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and a couple of handy harnessers, as long as 
he knew him. Lor, how they kept it up ! 
He ought to have had a mint of money. 
Howsomever, somehow, he made a smash of 
it, sold off his horses, took to his bed, and 
died — and that's how it was house and farm 
and all came to his uncle's father, Geofiry, 
Daddy Westminster, as they used to call 
him. The house was now Miss Elizabeth's 
own, and the gardens, and orchards, and the 
two paddocks next them ; but the farm was 
his uncle Timothy's" — and Aaron touched 
his hat again ; — *' lor, there was no knowing 
hardly what wasn't his thereabouts— ^there 
vas no counting the wealth he had got. And 
now would you like to look at grey Jack ?" 
smiled Aaron. "Stay — diet's see first if Tiger's 
safe. He's a good 'un ! Only put up your 
finger, and he'll take a man's hat off clean 
as a whistle." 

A low savage growl as they entered the 
three-stall, left Warren in no doubt as to the 
sort of character he bad come to make a 
friend of in Tiger ; and, adapting himself to 
bis humour, Aaron was never more amazed 
in his life than to see the two, after a com- 
plimentary word in each other's ear, on terms 
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that he himself had not dared to dream of 
for at least the first fortnight of their ac- 
quaintance. Aaron's nose and lips turned 
livid white at first, when Warren, going up 
to him, and patting his head, up Tiger 
scrambled almost to his face ; but then only 
to exchange such extravagant caresses, that, 
slapping his thigh with delight, Aaron swore, 
with an oath won't bear repeating, '^ hang him 
if he wouldn't, then, poor as he was, have 
given a shilling out of his pocket, if Miss 
£l]zabetii could have seen that ! Why, Jem 
Bloggs, the prize-fighter at The Cat And 
Mutton, daren't have done it, drunk, or 
sober." 

^^ Because he would not have handled 
him right, perhaps," explained Warren. 
** And" — exchanging present adieus ; — " be- 
cause you know very well, don't you, old 
fellow, who's afraid of you, eh, and who's 
not ?" 

Warren, like all of noble mind and ge- 
nerous heart, loved a horse and a dog, and 
Jack and Tiger and he were excellent friends 
immediately. Though a match for Jem 
Bloggs, the pugilist, we have seen how 
Tiger, in right hands, could gambol as well 
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V 

as growl ; and, to judge by Jack's eye, never 
gentle twain parted better friends than did 
he and Warren ; when, shaking hands to- 
gether, or what was the same thing, " good 
bye for the present, said Warren," and, pat- 
ting his neck — l*iger set up such a to-do, out 
of mere jealousy, "it really was almost as 
good as a play to see," as Aaron told them 
all over their beef-steak pudding that day 
at dinner. 

*' And now, would not Mr. Warren Hke to 
see all the other Blythe House sights that 
were to be seen? The larders, and the 
laundry, and the famous brew-house, where 
the olil Squire used to blew his own beer, 
no such as which had ever been known there 
since ! and the piggeries, and poultry-yard, 
and dove-cot, and dog-kennel, and the out- 
house in the wood-yard where Ned Renny, 
the head-groom, hung himself, because Amy 
Jones, his sweetheai't, ran away with the 
whipper-in, and where his ghost came and 
walked every night as twelve struck to a 
moment — and *' 

" Yes, one, and all, very much indeed, 
another time ; for now there was Peggy 
calling to them, to say Aunt Betty was 
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ready ; — and, joining her with all speed, off 
they were starling together in high spirits 
for Hillborough, when, recollecting some- 
thing she had forgotten, Betty went back for 
a moment, to give Peggy a parcel for Gideon 
Wolff to take to brother Timothy's ; but, 
Gideon meeting her at the door, she placed 
the packet in his hands, and, bidding him be 
off with it at once, he cast a sorrowful look 
at his ragged elbows and greasy knees, as if 
to ask, *• whether he could show himself up 
street at that hour, figure like that, and with 
the sun out?" 

There was force in the appeal ; and, find- 
ing sixpence at the bottom of her pocket, 
after a little search : — ** Must look what we 
can rout out among us," comforted Betty, 
dropping the coin in his palm ; and away he 
went, bounding like a young stag at such a 
pace, he was soon far out of sight a good 
half a mile a head of them, before she and 
Wan'en had well done laughing. 

" Poor fellow !" said Betty, seeing Warren 
had still the ragged elbows at his heart; 
" you don't happen to have an old coat you 
could do without ?" 

" Yes, I have. One I kept my legs warm 
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with coining over — a great coat, and not 
near worn out, would cut up capitally !" 

** You'll want it, won't you ?" 

'* No. I've got another, and a cloak. It's 
too small, too, now for me, I can hardly get 
it on." 

^' That would be a treasure to him !" 

Wish to make a heart like Warren's 
happy, enlist its sympathies. 

" Poor lad.'" said Berty, " he wants it 
bad enough. Remind me, and I'll tell you 
about him by and bye." 

" Ugly as he is," observed Warren, feel- 
ingly, '^ there's a cot about him, isn't 
there, above kennel-blood ?" 

" Do you call him ugly ?" asked Betty, 
quickly. 

^' I thought when I first saw him under 
the lamp-post last night," replied Warren, 
unsuspiciously, ^' I had never seen a coun- 
lenance so ugly and repulsive." 

" Surely ?" 

^^ But there was a something uncommon 
about him struck me so, I, couldn't get him 
oJBT my mind all the evening. It went quite 
against me to see him wheeling my luggage 
alter us." 
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^^ And such a small white pair of hands, 
hasn't he ? almost as small as yours/* 

*' Were never made for work like that" 

^' That's true. Come to the rights of it, 
they might change with some above them, 
havn't more to show, mayhap, than he has. 
Fine feathers make fine birds. Mustn't 
judge by appearances, always, must we ?" 

There was something in the tone and 
manner with which this was said, that, 
though Warren attributed it to good feeling, 
fell oddly on his ear, and set him thinking 
more of home, and his mother, and Peter, 
in especial, than he had done since, on his 
knees that morning before he left his room, 
he had held sweet converse with them and 
they with him, in his prayers. 

Then his thoughts took another turn. 
Was it possible Aunt Betty could have mis- 
judged him? Did she imagine, it was 
because he was proud and vain of himself 
that he spoke so of the poor fellow ? 
Heaven forbid ! And then he remembered 
how often Peter had warned him, too, to 
place no trust on appearances ; how '* he 
had found the rule hold good," he said, 
^^ nineteen times out of twenty, that those he 
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fancied least at first, he liked the best at last ; 
and, his heart warming at the thought, he 
felt he would have given anything almost 
rather than have said what he had, as he 
feared it had pained his aunt ; and, try as 
he would, it was some minutes before he 
could regain his cheerfulness. 

Betty saw the cloud on his brow j and, 
brisking up,—" Yes, won't he look smart, 
my patience ! on Sunday ?" she cried. " We 
must take care Duffy, down street, makes a 
good fit. and sends back all the pieces, 
mustn't we ? And, then, find him, can we 
anywhere, a waistcoat, too, and trousers, 
bless us I what a dash we shall cut, 
shan't we ?" 

Betty had touched the right chord now. 

" I'm as good as sure," said Warren, " I 
can make up the suit easily, if you think he 
would accept it. And there would be enough, 
wouldn't there, out of the coat, to make him 
a cap. too ?" 

Betty clapped her hands. Little as 
Warren thought it, that speech had touched 
Aunt Betty's heart in his favour more than 
anything she had heard from his lips since 
they had seen each other ; but Sir Bradley 
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and Lady Bellshaw overtaking them in the 
drag, Gideon had to make way for his 
betters, and proud enough was Betty to in- 
troduce her nephew to them, but not more 
than they seemed rejoiced to make his 
acquaintance. 

Evidently Lady Bellshaw was much struck 
with him ; and hoped, as did Sir Bradley, 
very soon to see him at Loudon House. 

" If you are fond of rabbit-shooting," 
said Sir Bradley, " I can give you a day 
whenever you like f and, turning to Betty — 
** not a bad thing a rabbit-pudding with a 
bit of nice tender beef-steak in it, is it ?" — 
and smiling, and waving hands, and whip- 
ping on : — 

*• Some of the right sort there, if you 
like," said Betty, elatedly. " None of your 
stiff stuck up nonsense about them. Know 
them once, know them always— the same one 
day as anolher— that's what I like." 

" So do I," agreed Warren— Lady Bell- 
shaw's sweet musical voice and winning 
smiles still playing round his heart in a 
manner quite new to him. 

'' Thai's }our real quality, I call it," cried 
Bettv. None of your upstart, mushroom 
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sort, cocking their heads, and crowing it 
over their neighbours as if they were some- 
body. Mercy on us ! look at some of them 
hereabouts ! with their airs and graces, and 
noses up in the clouds, as if the earth wasn't 
good enough for them to tread on ; and the 
fathers and mothers of many of them — 
honest folks — measured tapes by the yard, 
and weighed out pen'orths of treacle and 
soft-soap over the counter, to make them 
gentlefolks — it's enough to make a pig sick." 

" A remarkably handsome woman. Lady 
Bellshaw," said WaiTen. 

That was true ; but not exactly what Betty 
was careing most about just then. 

" Handsome is that handsome does— yes, 
enough of that.*' 

Warren thought a moment : — " Am I on 
tender ground again ? Oh dear, how^ de- 
lightful to be understood !" and, shaping his 
reply, for the first time in his life, a little at 
the expense of his veracity : — " Yes, I 
mean,*' said he, *^ good breeding and good 
nature are so charming ! are they not ?" 

" Look there, crossing the road," — within 
twenty yards of them, as they entered the 
High Street, — *' look there," whispered 
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Betty : " you'd take him, by his swagger, 
wouldn't you, for somebody? Well, your 
grandfather, Geoffry, set his mother up in 
the little draper's shop at the corner of Cow 
Lane, I'll shew it you presently, when they 
hadn't five pounds in the world, and lent 
them thirty pounds to go on with ; and now 
see, when we pass — because they did well, 
and got the money together to make him a 
gentleman — and that was only because they 
put him above his station by teaching him 
latin, and sending him to college, when he 
ought to have been at home minding the 
counter, — now see, it he*d tell you he was 
going to have a rabbit-pudding for dinner 
with a bit of tender beef-steak in it — not he I 
— ^and the time was when he'd have smacked 
his lips, wouldn't lie, at a slice of your 
grandfather's bread and dripping :"— at which 
moment they passed Mr. Tobias 'J'ubbins ; 
and Warren was constrained to own, "that 
his first impressions were certainly not very 
favourable ; that comparisons were decidedly 
in favour .of Sir Bradley and the beef-steak 
pudding ; indeed, that he didn't know that 
he should have taken Mr. Tubbins for a 
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gentleman at all, with those sOIj airs he gave 
himself, but for A ant Betty's saying so.^ 

One thing Warren saw clearly enough, 
what sort of gentry they were that came up 
to Aunt Betty's idea ; and that the home-hit 
of the rabbit-pudding and gravy was an ex- 
ceedingly clever little stroke of diplomacy of 
Sir Bradley's I safer to tell with Betty than 
had he asked her to a venison feast, and had 
all the titled folks in Lady Bellshaw's card- 
basket to meet her, and astonish her weak 
mind. 

And now arrived in High Street, and Aunt 
Betty determined to show him everywhere, 
and to everybody— Oh gold, gold I what 
earthly power to compete with ihine ? Who 
in all Hillborough that day, wherever they 
showed their radiant faces, were to compare 
with excellent uncle Timothy, and good, kind 
Aunt Betty, and their handsome and amiable 
nepliew Warren ? 

And say, that nephew Warren did not feel 
and duly acknowledge it, proof as he was 
against the meshes, wrought though they 
were of iron ? 

Oh, yes 1 And felt tired enough, too, when 
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the sights all seen^ Betty looked at her 
watch, and found they should just have time, 
and ten minutes to spare, to get home for 
Pegg's roast-duck and apple-sauce, and 
currant-dumplings. 

The roast-duck disappeared and the 
cunant-dumplings, and Warren " had ne- 
ver tasted anything more delicious in his 
life.'* A handful of filberts and a glass of 
gooseberry-wine finished the dinner. And 
now, while Aunt Betly went about her house- 
hold duties, there was a long letter to go off 
by that night's post to Rexbury; and, 
bringing him pen, ink, and paper, her heart 
swelled at the thought of what sort of 
portrait those white hands were going to 
draw of her. She would have given some- 
thing to have seen it, if she could ; but 
that not being possible, she contented herself 
with the hope of the good impression she 
had made ; and, pinching his cheek, left him 
to his own heart, which, she rightly judged, 
was about the best advocate she could then 
well have. 

The picture finished, Warren's eyes danced 
as well as his heart, at the thought of the 
joy it would give them all when they got it 

YOL. n. H 
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next day at Rexbury ; and Betty, coming in, 
saw she had no cause to fear that ample 
justice had not been done her. 

Poor Warren ! With his guiless heart, he 
little dreamed at what a price he was pur- 
chasing all those liberal smiles from Aunt 
Betty, or, abounding in goodness as it was, 
would he ever have painted such a full 
length pleasing portrait of her, as, with his 
own hand, be dropped into the post-box for 
his mother that night ? 

One thought, withal, hung rather hea^y 
at his heart, as, again alone in his chamber, 
he reviewed the events of the day — " uncle 
Timothy had no family prayers. It seemed 
so strange to begin the work of the day, and 
to end it, and leave that duty undone. Nor 
had his Aunt Betty said a word about it. Well 
— he supposed they did not find the comfort 
from them that he did. It made him now 
feel more and more the blessed joy of the 
principles in which he had been brought 
up. His mother need not fear he would 
ever forget them. Perhaps Aunt Betty 
would talk to him about it some day ; and 
then he would tell her his mind— she was so 
kind, he was sure she would not be angry." 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 147 

Another thing puzzled him rather^ he had 
thought of it twenty times that day — "strange, 
that, with such a large house ail to himself, 
Uncle Timothy should live alone. Why did 
not Aunt Betty live with him ? And she all 
by herself, too, in that great, wandering 
place— it did seem so unnatural," 

But puzzle about it as he would, Warren 
could come at no right reason ; wherefore 
falling to sleep^ he dreamt of so many other 
more pleasant things, that he got up next 
day forgetting all about it. 

Doubtless, Betty Westminster, who never 
did anything without first counting the cost, 
had sufficient reasons of her own for leaving 
the old roof, and going to live at Blythe 
House. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



GIDEON WOLFF. 



" Thank'ee," said Gideon for the suit 
Warren put in his hands next day ; and, 
throwing it over his arm, skipped down 
stairs without another word, to run and 
jshow it to Miss Betty. 

Betty had looked in at Duflfy's, the 
tailor, and settled it all ahout the smart fit, 
and the price, and sending back the cut- 
tings ; and so had Warren, too, afterwards, 
and made Duffy understand where he was 
to come for payment of the little account 
when the job was done. 

It was all plain sailing, therefore, for 
Gideon ; and o^ Saturday night came to 
his garret in Cow Lane, coat, waist<;oat. 
And trousers^ and cap, in a parcel, directed 
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to Mr. Gideon Wolff ; which set Gideon off 
into such a fit of laughing and cutting and 
capering ahout his room, that the lodgers 
underneath thought he must he mad, and 
sent Mrs. Quarles, the landlady, up to talk 
with him. 

There lay the clothes on a chair, and 
" Mr. Gideon Wolff" staring her in the 
face as she entered, and Gideon " he, he, 
heing " at such a comical rate, that, joining 
in chorus, and the whole house presently 
asking part in it, and Mrs. Quarles standing 
treat, Cow Lane had not been so merry as 
that Saturday night nobody could tell when. 

No better judge of things in general than 
Polly Quarles. She kept a miscellaneous 
repository, as she called it, a sort of marine- 
store mart in the lane, where the best prices 
were given, and no questions asked ; and, 
moreover, having a roomy old house above, 
took in lodgers, and did for them ; and a 
picturesque scene it was in Gideon Wolff's 
garret that night— all of them met up there, 
and fiddling and dancing and drinking till 
past midnight to the health of the new suit. 

Ten minutes before eleven, Gideon, full- 
fig, was at the Old-Church doors ; and the 
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look of pride and delight with which Miss 
Betty returned his low bow, took him after 
her down the aisle into his seat with such a 
firm step and erect bearing, that well might 
the neighbours follow him with their eyes, 
and Warren feel a pleasure that morning he 
never before conceived it was in the power 
of a left-off suit to give him. 

After serrice, Gideon was again at the 
door-porch as they passed out, and got an 
invitation to come and take a mouthful with 
Bibbs for dinner at brother Timothy's, 
where Betty was to dine that day off the 
turkey. 

Till now Aunt Betty had found no op- 
portunity to tell Warren the little history 
of her wild-eyed, woolly-headed proteg^ as 
she had promised him ; so, going home, she 
waB so full of his smart appearance that 
day and proper conduct, that he got it all 
out of her by only listening. 
, It seems: —Squire Highbury, of Blythe 
House, indulged in more things than 
hunting. He lived " at a rattling rate," 
as Aaron Bones said, and ^' ought to have 
had a mint of money,*' to have done as he 
did. He had nothing of the sort, was 
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mortgaged up to his ears, and so it was, 
at his death, that the place came to Geofiry 
Westminster, as many others had come 
before it, in lieu of certain moneys advanced, 
but not repaid — for Geoflfry was a bit of an 
usurer, as well as banker, could he only see 
his way clear. 

It was little enough the old Squire had 
to leave to any one at his death ; but there 
was a trifle, and, if he had thought of no 
one else, he ought to halve done something 
for poor Lizzie Wolff, the mother of his 
child ; and his not having done so broke 
her heart, and left Gideon an orphan on 
the parish before he was six years old. 

Everybody cried * shame 1' But while 
everybody was crying, nobody did anything 
for him, and Gideon, as he grew up, had to 
look to himself, put his own wits to work, 
and his right shoulder to the wheel, if he 
would not starve and run about in rags. As 
it was, with ready wits enough, it was a 
hard shift with him at times ; for work, in 
its literal sense, Gideon loved about as much 
as he did the sight of his own face. 

There he differed from his species. Few, 
however ugly, really think themselves so. 
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Gideon had no more doubt of his hideous 
and repulsiye ugliness than, before he 
had exchanged ten words with him, he was 
sure Mr. Warren had: — and so, off he 
went '^ he, he, being" at the thought of it. 
'^ He would look at his pretty face all the 
more in the glass— he, he, he — what a 
picture ! A picture, too, Jack— he, he, he. 
And Bones, what a beauty !— And Tiger, 
the darling! —he, he, he. — Tastes were not 
all alike— he, he, he. — ^If Miss Betty was 
pleased, what odds ? — Please Miss Betty— he, 
he, he — wouldn't that be a good day's work ? 
Bless his old father!— Yes, he was the 
image of him, only uglier— he, he, he !" 

Lizzie Wolff, his mother, was a dark 
beauty, dark as a gipsy, and as wayward ; 
his father, a florid, foxy-complexion ed man, 
moulded by nature, apparently, in anything 
but an amiable fit, without a beauty either 
of mind or person. His temper was un- 
governable, at times so furious he was like a 
madman ; and then only his head-groom, 
Jerry Bones, the respected parent of Aaron, 
could do anything with him, and Jerry only 
because, like Warren with Tiger, be knew 
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exactly how to handle him, and the Squire 
saw he was not afraid of him. 

Nature had evidently formed the Squire 
in a fit of cross -purposes. There was no 
harmony ahout him anywhere ; though with 
all his ugliness, there was the gentleman 
at bottom, could come out in bold relief 
enough, tally but the temper with it — that 
genuine article which all the fox-hunting in 
the world cannot give, nor take away, if 
really blood and bone in. 

Handsome red-men are apt to be pas- 
sionate and hasty, though with nothing to 
inflan^e them but their own whiskers when 
they look at themselves in the glass. Great 
allowances had to be made for the Squire. 
The coolest nerves might have taken fire 
brought face to face with such red-hotness. 

His forehead, low, and lowering, was ren- 
dered doubly so hy a bushy thicket of 
coarse carotty hair, growing so far down and 
round the temples as almost to reach the 
eyebrows, under which glared two prominent, 
lustreless, bloodshot eyeballs, with a side- 
long suspicious squint in them that never 
met its object. For the rest of the face, the 

H 2 
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nose, heavy and flattened and up-tamed, 
owned no relationship of any kind with the 
mouth, which, thin, and snarling, and 
snappish, had its own reasons, seemingly, 
for fraternizing with nothing but itself ; and 
the cheeks, long, and square, and high-boned, 
presented such a curious contrast to the 
thick, short, bull -neck, and large, wide, 
sticking-out ears, and herculean breadth of 
chest and shoulders, that, when in the 
saddle, and, wilh length of arm enough to 
pick a whip up oft the ground almost, the 
legs reached to little lower than the belly- 
girths — certainly even well-bred folks might 
be pardoned, if struck with a figure so un- 
common, they turned and had another look 
at it as they passed. All the same, odd 
figure as he cut in the saddle, the saddle 
never saw the Squire out of it by any chance 
when he ought to have been therein ; not- 
withstanding his seeming insecure seat, and 
though it often hq^ppened, that some who 
laughed at him most, at starting, might be 
seen bringing their precious longer legs to 
mother-earth, before the day was half over, 
for fear of accidents. 

Qud fox-hunter^ all hail to Squire High- 
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bury 1 Qud anythiug else— wanted anyone 
to know, who, out of the field, and at home, 
cared for him most on earth, if Lizzie Wolff 
could not, or would not, tell them, who 
could? 

And, yet though ^e loved him dearly, 
he left her to shame and poverty. And thus 
it was that Gideon, at Lizzie's death, fell on 
the parish, and the parish kindly did for 
him, till he could do for himself, after the 
usual fashion. 

As soon as his legs could carry him as 
far, Gideon used them to take him some 
half hundred miles from the workhouse — 
the sight of which galled his pride — to hi? 
mother's native town, hoping there to make 
fresh friends, who know nothing of his old 
ways, and drop into something would buttei 
his bread — and he looked at his white hands 
as he said it — genteely and creditably and 
thick enough. 

His mother's friends had no sympathy for 
such credentials; and, with a righteous 
shudder, bade them begone, and not trouble 
,them — they were neither of their creed nor 
colour. 

That was clear; and Gideon began to 
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see how true it was, that the sins of the 
parents descended, if nothing else did, to 
their poor unfortunate children ! 

A step now in the right direction would 
have turned that, too, as well as every other 
Divine behest for man's good, into a bless- 
ing. But there were just two ways open for 
him to choose between — the right, and the 
wrong. The workhouse is a bad seminary, 
and every school-master not a Peter Bor- 
rington. Reason lay asleep, passion was at 
the helm— up-turned the white hands again ; 
— and, starting oflF, away he went, here, and 
there, this way, and that, beating about as 
the winds and waves pleased to carry him, 
one day becalmed, another among the 
torrents, never at rest,' thinking he was 
working his way right, for the white hands 
waved him on : — till, stranded one stormy 
day, he bethought him he had gone wrong ; 
and, gazing dejectedly on the darling source 
of all his sorrows, the first tears he had ever 
shed, that he could remember^ rolled down 
his cheeks. 

They were bitter as gall, and he gulped 
them down with a curse. And with the 
first fair wind he got off a-fresh ; and tack- 
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ing about for a time, at last slided back into 
the old Hillborough haven one dark night. 

He was grown and altered so, hardly any 
one knew him again, and those few who did 
saw little to advantage them in a penniless, 
friendless idler for an acquaintance ; and 
Gideon's proud stomach, and white hands 
came to the full knowledge, that, to be on 
good terms together, they must not be too 
independent of each other, or, while others, 
not fit to hold a candle to them, were full 
to surfeit, they might starve for it. 

The worst of it is, reason often arrives 
too late, and then, unless Providence be 
with us, wo betide us ! 

It had come to pretty well starvation-point 
with Gideon about a week after his return. 
Polly Quarles had buried her husband that 
morning, and, with her heart full, was re- 
turning home from a friend's, by the river 
just beyond where Timothy Westminster's 
corn-barges lay moored along side ; where 
there was Gideon, dejectedly standing 
with his arms folded, and gazing gloomily 
on the dark waters, as if about, she thought, 
to drown himself. 

It was a cold, drizzly night, and there 
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was a sullen savageness in his look, as their 
eyes met, that made her shudder. 

She had known his mol^er, well times 
back, and him, too, when he lay a baby on 
her lap, ; and only a day or two before had 
taken pity on his hungry face, and called 
him in from over the way, and given him a 
slice of batter-pudding. 

" What are you doing there ?" she 
asked. 

No answer. 

" It's you, isn't it, Gideon Wolff ?" 

Still not a word. 

" Don't you know me, Polly Quarles ?" 

" Yes." 

'^ Come along then. Can catch no fish 
for supper there to-night." 

" A hoUow groan said — I know that Mrs. 
Quailes, as weU as you can tell me." 

'^ Best, come on, then, and make haste, 
and let's get in before we're drenched to the 
skin." 

Gideon moved after her a step or two, 
and stopped. 

" Come on, don't you hear ? It's work 
you want, isn't it ? Leastways, when you've 
had something to eat first ?" 
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" Yes." 

" Standing here in the rain won't get it, 
will it r 

" No." 

^^ Lending us a hand, to help put things 
in order a hit at the shop for a day or two, 
may though, mayn't it?*' 

" Gideon fetched a deep breath." 

» If you're connng, come." 

And Gideon did with the best grace he 
might; —and Folly Quarles felt she had 
flone a good deed that night, and went to 
her bed aU the happier for it, as she owned 
to herself before she sunk to sleep. 

" Not able to work, if they would, those 
white hands ?" 

" Stuff," laughed neighbour Bland. 

And Polly went opposite, and looked at 
what he had done. — " Would any of them 
ever believe it was the same old shop as 
before ?" 

" Neighbour Bland never would." 

" Nor neighbour Meek either." 

" It's blood, that's it," explained Polly. 
.** His pride's in it, don't you see ? That's 
the best of blood — put its metal up, there's 
nothing it can't do." 
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But one pair of hands — white, or black 
— can only do the work of one. 

"Beware of the first want," says the 
proverb. 

" Do it well while you're about it," said 
Polly Quarles. " Get it done, Gideon, by 
Saturday, and I'll make it two crowns." 

And so Gideon did, before the first 
market-cart had rumbled into " The Old 
Plough" yard. 

Betty Westminster usually went market- 
ting for herself. It was a hobby she prided 
herself on. A good day's bargaining al- 
ways sent her home happy. 

It so happened that she wanted some'odds 
and ends, second hand ; and, the poultry 
sales over, took a turn down Cow Lane, to 
look for them. 

Coming opposite Polly Quarle*s, she made 
a dead stop. 

Gideon, mounted on a chair, was nailing 
up a sky-lark's cage over the door. 

Betty stared—evidently struck by some- 
thing that had pleased her — first at the cage, 
then at the fresh-shop-front, then at the 
woolly head and wild eyes were now regard- 
ing her with such evident interest and ad-* 
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miration ; and, crossing the road : — ^' what, 
you hercy Gideon ?" she said, smiling, and, 
entering the shop, sat down on a chair to 
rest herself. 

" Yes, Miss Westminster," replied Gideon, 
with a sigh, and dropping his eyes on the 
ground; — "here" — and he sighed again — 
" till my good stars will lead me elsewhere 
better." 

" We heard you had returned," said 
Betty, poking with the point of her um- 
brella among some things on the counter 
she had her eye on — " how long ?" 

"Ten days about?" 

" And never been to see any of us ?" 

A rueful look down at his threadbare 
arms and knees, explained sufficientl} why, 
and Betty changed the subject. 

" Can 1 have the honour of showing you 
anything?" asked Gideon, but in a tone so 
mournful and musical, that Betty felt, ask 
what he might, she must give it, and pre- 
ferred waiting till Polly came in." 

" She may not return perhaps for the 
next hour," feared Gideon. 

Betty rose, and, looking round her — there 
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on a side table were the very articles she 
wanted. 

Gideon placed them on the counter be- 
fore her. 

•* Do you know the price ?" she asked, 

with a curious look of doubt. 

The articles, being of iron, were heavy, 
and must be sent home. A thought flashed 
across him: — "If she did not buy them, 
a chance would be lost he might never have 
again." He knew no more what the price 
was than the man in the moon ; but the 
case was urgent, and, failing to find any 
mark — " I think four and sixpence, Miss," 
said he, at random, " as well as I, remember' 

He had hit it admirably. They were cheap 
at the money, and a shilling over ; and 
so Betty knew as well as any one, and; 
that if Polly herself .had been there, she 
would have asked six shillings. 

" Four and sixpence," repeated Betty, 
absently keeping her eyes fixed on the white 
hands, as Lizzie and her hapless history rose 
up with them before her. 

Gideon read her thoughts. Now was his 
time, or never. 
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; g{]^ '^ Do you think I have asked you too 

much, Miss ?" in the same mournful musical . 

.jj^ voice — it was his mother's own — the only 

point of resemblance between them. ^^If 

lei so — I may be mistaken — I daresay I — I am 

sure, whatever you think right — ;" 

rr, " No, no," cried Betty, much amused^ 

i) " that will do — put them in paper please." 

], And counting out the money — " There it 

P is," she added, laughing, — " what^ take it 

that way, and not tell it first — my patience, 

that's one way to get rich ! Polly must go 

gpt another shopman, I'm thinking, or come 

to the workhouse— do things that fashion." 

Betty put her hand on the parcel: It 
was heavy. 

" If you would allow me, I should be so 
happy to leave it myself at your house this 
afternoon," offered Gideon, accompanying 
the words with a look enough to say, " do 
let me." 

'^ Do you know where it is ?" asked Betty, 
for the moment forgetting herself. 

A deep sigh, followed by a deeper blush, 
and then not a drop of blood for a moment 

or two in cheek or lip, reminded her of 
how perfectly well he ought to know it ; 
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and, saying, " Well, if you will, a breath of 
fresh air won't hurt you, will it, anyhow ?" 

Betty bade him good morning; and 
Gideon Wolff was left in a state of extatic 
delight at the success of his hopes^ that 
found him, when Polly returned, with his 
head in ihe clouds, building such castles ! 
might well induce some shrewd doubts in 
her mind, as to whether he really was in his 
right senses or not — a question she had 
asked herself many times, before then — 
his conduct was so strange, and wild and ex- 
traordinary ! 

" Mother, I'm a made man," he cried. 

" Amen !" said PoUy. " You can be a 
quick hand, I know, when it suits you, and 
a clever one ; but that beats everything, at 
the pace, I ever heard of." 

" When the person from Cow Lane comes 
with the parcel this afternoon, I'll see him, 
mind," said Miss Betty to Peggy. 

Punctual to a minute, Gideon was at 
Blythe House as the clocks struck three. 

The interview lasted more than two 
hours. And back again in Polly's little back- 
room, she did begin to bethink herself in 
good earnest of a strait-waistcoat ; till, over 
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a cup of tea and muffins togfether, his speech 
and manner calmed down so wUhin some- 
thing approaching sane limits, and his ac« 
count of his reception and its results v^ as, at 
all events, so confined to possibilities, that 
she was free to admit, if no more just at 
present, — "certainly he had done his week's 
work well, deserved his wages, was a lucky, 
and ought to be a very grateful fellow — 
grateful, if for nothing else, for the happy 
chance led her by the water-side that rainy 
night; or, there was no knowing what 
might have happened— anyhow he wouldn't 
have lost her, as he had done that day, 
eighteenpence, sterling, good, light as he 
made of it." 

Gideon granted " she was still, as she was 
clearly then, his guardian angel : — '• and 
now, mother dear," added he, taking her 
hand and pressing it affectionately between 
his, " you mustn't be taking your guardian 
wings off me just yet; you mustn't be de- 
serting me now, just when I'm on the thres- 
. hold of my making ; but must open your 
heart, and find me a crib and creature com- 
forts, in reason, mother dear, up above in 
some comer or other. And there — ^layiqg 
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down a golden guinea-piece on the table— 
" there's that, do you see ? in pledge, mo- 
ther, that I'm a gentleman — he, he, he — 
what, more do you want, eh ? I tell you — do 
you hear, mother ? — you need have no more 
fear of the score than if old Tim himself were 
coming to lodge with you. There then, mo- 
ther — he, he, he— look there— what's that?" 
and he bared his arms up to the elbows, and 
held them out for her to see—" blood, isn't 
it, mother — blood that of the right sort, 
every drop of it? That's the best of it, 
mother— the best of blood— put its metal up 
—he, he, he— if blood can't do it^ what can, 
mother dear ?" 

Now, all this happened just about the 
time when Andrew Westminster, of Eed- 
dington, fell ill, and Betty was summoned 
to attend him. But she committed him to 
Peggy's kind care before she left, and 
dropped a word or two into John Dorking's 
ear at the wharf; so that, during her ab- 
sence, many little chances of eaVning an 
honest shill^g were thrown in his way fand, 
though he had no regular emplojrment at 
present, it seemed an understood thing, that 
between Blythe House and brother Timothy's 
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he was never to be without something to do, 
so as to be able to pay his lodging on Sa- 
turday nights, and have three good meals 
a-day. 

Betty was away at Reddington longer 
than she expected ; and, when she came 
back, had so many things to attend to of 
her own and brother Timothy's, that Gideon 
seemed for awhile to be almost forgotten. 
But he knew better than that ; and still kept 
contentedly on, picking up a living, and 
paying his landlady, between the two houses, 
" patiently biding his time," as Polly 
Quarles advised him—" for rich folks would 
not be hurried— till it pleased Betty to take 
him again into favour ;" and then, — " only 
give him a chance, he said — he, he, he — he 
thought he knew the way to tickle her 
whims. Give him a chance only— he, he, he 
— and tell him, how would she, Polly Quarles, 
like — he, he, he— to ride with him— he, he, 
he— some day, in a fine new lilac silk gown, 
by his side in his carriage ?" 

Warren's arrival on the scene staggered 
him at first. It fell like a blow levelled at 
the very root of all his hopes. 
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"Fudge!" cried PoUy. "That your 
blood— that the fine mettle you talk of?" 

Like his father, Gideon was hideously 
ugly. But ugly as he was in form and 
features, they were beautiful in comparison 
with his heart. That was a frightful com- 
posite of all the worst faults of the worst 
classes and orders put together. There is 
no name but one for it. It was a radically 
bad heart that of Gideon WollflF's, rotten 
to the core, and without a redeeming point, 
unless imperturbable patience and apparent 
cheerfulness under every difficulty and dis- 
couragement, for the attainment of his end, 
could be so accounted. If the reader will 
suppose a pretty equal mixture of the Fox 
and Wolf, the wolf the larger half, as near 
an idea will be conveyed of his disposition 
as any picture could be given of it. 

Where, with his poor chances, Gideon 
had picked up all the knowledge he was 
master of, is difficult to say. His eager 
thirst for information and quick insight into 
character from his earliest years were the 
surprise of all who knew him ; and he could 
write, and sum, and perform wondrous 
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arithmetical feats astonished every one. His 
memory, moreover, was a heterogeneous 
store house for wild tales, and horrible le- 
gends, and ghost-stories, and flash songs, 
and old liquorish street-ballads ; and he 
would keep his comrades either shivering 
with dread, or in bursts of laughter, for 
hours, when the fit was on him, listening to 
his goblin talk, and ribald jests, and droll 
caricatures at the expense of their friends 
and neighbours. But no one ever loved 
him but his mother. He was courted for 
his wit, but feared and detested for his 
sarcasms and malevolence. No question but 
that he rejoiced in his hateful nature, for 
separate him from every sympathy, but 
PoUy Quarles's, as it did, it seemed to cause 
him no concern. Come what might, so 
that he knew neither hunger nor thirst nor 
nakedness, and had a soft bed to go to when 
the day's toils were over, no matter to 
him what befell— on he would go, prying 
and prowling about for anything might fall 
in his way, with a savage snarl under his smile 
could show its teeth quick enough, while 
looking at his white hands, and he, he 

VOL. II. I 
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heing away, just as well to the death-bell's 
tolls as to the merriest marria^-peals. 

But his '' prince of books," as he used to 
call it, was his ^sop's Fables. He devoured 
that with a relish no other book had for him. 
It was an epitome of mankind, as painted 
in his own mind's eye, a glass held up to 
the human heart, in which he could see, at 
a glance, all its ways and workings. This 
was the study for Gideon Wolff; and, 
throwing all other studies aside, with his 
JEsop in his hand, and his wits about him, 
" he went forth into the world," he used to 
boast to Polly Quarles, " though without a 
coin in his pocket, a master-man^ rich as 
CroBsus-rich in his ^sop~rich in the 
thought, of what fools, and knaves, and 
dunces, and dolards, and hypocrites, and 
impostors, and dupes, and donkeys, all the 
world were— but Gideon Wolff." 

And now, with his bosom-friends, Messrs. 
Fox and Wolff and Polly Quarles, in close 
council together in her little back-room : — 
** Tell me, mother dear, what^s the good of 
one's friends, if they can't be turned to 
account ?" 



BETTY WESTMINSTEB. 171 

" What, indeed?" agreed Polly. 

" How to manage Aim— that's alL" 

" Let him floor me ?" cried Polly, slapping 
the table a blow with her fist made the two 
tumblers ring again. " That's your blood, 
is it ?— that the fine mettle you talk of ?" 

" Look — he, he, he," giggled Gideon, 
thrusting out both hands." 

" Look," retorted Polly, flinging out hers, 
too — " some mettle in them if you like ;" and 
again bringing the right down on the table, 
smash went one of the legs, and down came 
the hot cordials into her lap. 

" That's a pity, mother," reproved Gideon, 
picking up the broken glass. 

" AU the same— that white bit of a thing 
couldn't have done it," laughed Polly. 

" He, he, he, he." 

** Come now, then — say what you'll give 
me-— how much is it to be, when you come 
to ride in your carriage — if I tell you some- 
thing?" 

^^ Depends, mother. As much as it's 
worth— will that do?" 

" Done 1" 

" What is it, mother dear ?" 
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"Oh, the dunce! What, hasn't old 
Reynard taught you that yet ?' 

"What, mother dear?" 

Polly Quarles answered the question in a 
whisper so low, that Gideon had to put his 
ear twice quite close to catch it ; so, what it 
was nohody knew but themselves, and best, 
therefore, to hazard no guesses about it. 



CHAPTER IX. 



THE HEIR-MALE. 



In this wicked world there are two great 
powers ever at work— the power of Grood, 
and the power of Evil ; and the conflicts 
involved make up what men call the common 
business of life— its gains, and its losses — its 
victories, and defeats. If there is truth in 
gospel-warrant, wise men wiU pause before 
they covet always to be enlisted on the 
seeming stronger side. 

Timothy Westminster's strong side was 
his strong-box ; and strong it need to have 
been, for the trust he put in it. 

Timothy, like his father, always had a 
chapter in the Bible read to him on Sunday 
evenings. UsuaUy Betty dined with him 
and spent the remainder of the Sabbath 
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day at the old house, and after the old 
fashion. But when from any cause she did 
not^ then Bihbs was called in, or John 
Dorking, his chief clerk, from over the way, 
and the chapter was read out distinctly, as 
Timothy was a little deaf. 

Timothy, like the rest of us, had his 
favourite chapters, to which Betty would 
always turn when she was there, and he 
never asked for any others hut those which 
she selected for him. 

There were certain ones, however, that 
she never chose, nor Bihhs either, nor John 
Dorking, though they might comprehend 
the lessons, or epistle, or gospel, of the day ; 
—more especially the 6th chapter of the 1st 
of Timothy, which always made him peevish 
and low-spirited. 

It so happened that Aunt Betty was con- 
fined to her room with a bad cold about two 
month's after Warren^s arrival. It was on 
a Sunday ; and he and his Uncle and John 
Dorking dined and spent the rest of the 
day together. 

Uncle, too, that day was a little out of 
sorts, with a slight attack of gout; and, 
John, leaving when tea was over, Timothy 
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thought he would hear a short chapter read, 
and then go to bed. 

Warren took down the large rough calf- 
skin family Bible from the shelf, and, laying 
it open on the table, asked, if there was any 
particular passage his uncle would like 
to have read to him that night. 

Timothy shook his head drowsily. 

That being the case, Warren thought he 
would read the second lesson for that 
evening, as his uncle had not been to the 
afternoon service ; and, turning to the 6th 
chapter of St. Paul's 1st. epistle to 
Timothy, went on in a clear distinct voice ; 
till coming to the 10th. verse : — 

For the love of money is the root of all evil ; which while 
some coveted after they have erred from the faith, and 
pierced themselves through with many sorrows ; 

Uncle Timothy was seized with a sudden 
twinge — it seemed of the leg that had been 
gouty and troublesome of late, — and would 
have his gruel at once, and a hot bed, and go 
to it. 

Warren had no suspicion of the real 
nature of the twinge that his Uncle was 
writhing under ; but feeling true concern 
for the poor limb in question, helped 
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Bibbs to get it up quickly to bed. " He 
thought it must have been when he came 
to the fifth veiTse, that the twinges com- 
menced ; for then he fancied that his uncle 
seemed rather uneasy; and, fearing that 
perhaps he read too low, he raised his 
voice, which then, may be, was too loud, all 
through the 6th., 7th., 8th., and 9th. verses. 
Another time he would modulate it better 
if he could. Very likely— for gouty persons 
were excessively sensitive at times— very 
likely Uncle missed his Aunt Betty's deep, 
sonorous pronunciation, to which he was 
accustomed ;— and, returning to the parlour, 
Warren laid the book open again before 
him; and Bibbs presently joining him, — 
" should he finish the chapter to her?" 

"If he would be so kind." 

Bibbs fidgetted rather at parts, but 
" thought he read beautifully ! She could 
listen to him for hours.'* 

'' Then would she like to hear another 
chapter ?*' 

" Next Sunday above all things !" 

But next Sunday Aunt Betty was quite 
well again. And, had she not been :— to 
one thing Uncle Timothy had made up his 
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mind determinedly—" Warren should never 
again read to him chapter or verse of his 
own chosing." 

Little Betty thought, lying swathed in 
flannels at Blythe House, how her " bad 
cold" had helped the object nearest and 
dearest to her heart, better than all her 
schemings. 

His onion-gruel drank ;— " Good night, 
sir," wished Bibbs. " Get a nice sound 
sleep only, and then you'll be better to- 
morrow/' 

No doubt of it— only get it. 

The poor limb at rest, Uncle Timothy 
might have fallen a-sleep, but for one 
thing— the same antidote to it which was 
keeping sister Betty also wide awake on her 
back at Blythe House— thought 

Curiously enough, they were both think- 
ing, too, of the same thing— of the heir- 
male who was to inherit the strong jboxes. 

Warren's Bible-reading had set Timothy 
pondering on it deeper that night than he 
had ever done before. And those 7th., 9th., 
and 10th. verses brought to recollection 
another out of the psalms for the day, that 
had been weighing on his mind all the 

I 2 
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evening more than any one knew of but 
himself : — 

For man walketh in a vain shadow, and disqnieteth 
himself in vain ; he heapeth up riches, and cannot tell who 
shall gather them. 

Altogether, Uncle Timothy was sorely 
perplexed, and, tossing from side to side, 
groaned grievously in spirit, as there before 
him lay the strong boxes, heaped so to the 
top, they were bursting their hinges off— and 
no one to possess them — no one after his 
own heart— no one who would ever be to 
them another Timothy Westminster. 

Was there not his nephew, Warren 
Woodford ? 

Yes ; and many times since his arrival 
among them, he had watched him narrowly, 
to try and trace all the Westminster in him 
that he could ; and more than once fancied 
he saw something of Daddy in his mouth 
and forehead — but that Betty could not 
and would not agree to for a moment. And 
Timothy sat, and mused deeper and deeper, 
and bit his nails, and groaned again, ^' to 
think how quickly Andrew was taken off ; 
and, before his time came, what he should 
do with his money." 
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In his nephevtr Warren, Timothy had ex- 
pected to find a fine gentleman ; and the 
first sight of his tall graceful figure, small 
feet and hands, musical voice, and polished 
manners, confirmed him in that opinion. 

Their early encounter, however, next 
morning at the river-side somewhat sur- 
prised him, and pleased him, too, as his 
warm shake of the hand proved. Then, 
Betty's account of the breakfast he ate, 
and, after it, of their good three hours 
walk together, and his sensible conversation, 
and kindness to poor Gideon, made him 
open his eyes, and regard him with more 
interest, than, had she known exactly what* 
was passing in his mind, sister Betty would 
have best approved of. 

" We shall see what he's made of in a 
week or two," said Timothy to himself. 

So they did. And the sample, Timothy 
must certainly grant, " was unexception- 
able." 

Warren was no dissembler. There was 
not a grain of pretence about him — that 
his Uncle saw before they had been a day 
together. Those small white hands had 
filled him with doubts at first; but when 



1 
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he had proved with his own eyes what 
they could do, he stared ; and, after a bit, 
used to boast of them to John Dorking, as 
something curious — so different to what his 
and Andrew's were at the same age, and, 
yet, see the work they were getting through 
already !" 

John acknowledged " it was wonderful !" 

Uncle Timothy's anxiety about the heir- 
male was, or sister Betty read him wrong, 
diminishing a Uttle. 

Betty's, on the contrary, was increasing 
daily. 

What odd policy, then, it seemed, on 
* Betty's part, to pursue a course so appa- 
rently suicidal as patronizing Warren Wood- 
ford, of all persons the very last, from his 
blood-claims, one would have imagined she 
would have desired to cope withal ? It 
did seem very odd to John Dorking, who 
knew how desirous she was that Timothy 
should " pluck up and marry, and have 
an heir -male of his own if he could," for her 
with her own hand to introduce the very 
person among them might crush it all ; but it 
was no affair of John's, and he wisely 
held his tongue. John understood very 
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well how it was that Miss Betty went to 
live all by herself at Blythe House. There 
she did right enough, if she wanted Timothy 
to take unto himself a wife ; for as to 
Timothy ever thinking seriously of marrying, 
with sister Betty at his elbow to do for 
him, she might wish and wait long enough 
.for that, he would never do it. The only 
possible chance was to make him Jeel the 
want of a housekeeper and constant com- ' 
panion in whom he could fully trust, as in 
herself. All that was intelligible enough ; 
but why she should bring in a ready made 
heir to help her, was a puzzle to John, and 
set his wits completely at defiance. 

Betty knew why. Betty understood bro- 
ther Timothy, or thought she did, a vast 
deal better than John Dorking. She had 
gone away from him, become her own mis- 
tress, set up a house and household of her 
own, left him to find out her value, to know 
the want, as she termed it, of a wife ;— but 
somehow, though he was very lonely, and 
dull, and awkward at first -Jenny Bibbs was 
a treasure ! And somehow, time went on. 
Bibbs doing for him better and better : — in 
short, Betty saw she must " set up a little 



182 BETTT WEgTBflNSTER. 

opposition heir-shop against master Tim., 
and see what that would do/' So, Warren 
should come — blood, or no blood, there was 
none of the Westminster in him — she had 
no fear of that. They were bound to do 
something for him— it was their duty — and 
so they would, — ^but he should earn what he 
got, trust her for that — no idle hands 
there," — ^and Betty chuckled over it. 

" Yes, John, you shall see — I'm going to 
set up a little opposition shop, John, he, — 
all in the line — and whom, think you, put 
in it ? Hark you— nephew Warren Wood- 
ford, John — now do you understand ? " 

Betty opened her " shop," as we know, 
against brother Tim. 

Tim was rather pleased with it than 
otherwise. What it cost him one way, 
it bade fair to return him tenfold in another. 
Betty,. after a little while, got anxious, and 
took stock of how she stood. The concern 
did not answer as she had expected ; she 
was, in fact, losing by it daily ; so far from 
spurring Tim on to the end in view, he got 
lazier ; it would never do to go on so ; she 
must do one of two things— either make it 
pay somehow, or wash her hands of it alto- 
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gether. For the first time in her life Betty 
Westminster had over-reached herself, and, 
smarting under the thought, lay turning 
and tossing on her pillow, racking her brain 
for the best mode how to entice Timothy 
into doing, what he, Timothy, was tossmg 
and turning on his at the very same time, 
racking his brain how to effect, if possible, 
and Betty would only help him. 

" Beatrice Wentworth will suitliim to 
a t," muttered Betty to herself for the tenth 
thne— " she's made for him— the very thing 
— he might search the world round and not 
find such another. Good as gold she is, 
though delicate — I'll ask her and John 
Dorking to tea again on Wednesday, see if 
I don't— By heaven,*' — and Betty slapped 
the counterpane hard with her fist as she 
spoke—** he shall marry her, that's flat, as 
sure as this is a bed under me I" 

" What did he mean by that ?" muttered 
Timothy, keeping his eyes fixed on the re- 
flections of the little circular holes of the 
rushlight burner on the wall, and trying to 
count th^m as he would so many shillings. 
" Bawl at me, too— *ees, ees, — bawl, bawl, 
as though I was deaf —what did he mean by 
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that— 'ees, 'ees — bawling at me ? Heap up 
riches, do I, and don't know who shall ga- 
ther them? Ha, ha 1— know who shan't, 
don't I ?"— and, turning on his other side, 
away from the light—" 'Ees, 'ees — know who 
shan't— -'ees, 'ees — know that, dont I?" 
continued Timothy to mutter and chuckle 
to himself ; till, lulled off by the thought of 
it, he mumbled himself at last to sleep ; 
while Betty, less successful, laboured through 
the whole night without a wink ; — ^nor, when 
morning came, had she got farther than 
that Beatrice Wentworth and John Dorking 
should be asked to meet Tim at tea again 
on Wednesday ; and, " sure as that was. 
bed beneath her, he should marry her, by 
Heaven I come what would of it !" 

Warren, up in his mother's room, and in 
the same little tent-bedstead she used 
to sleep in, had no sooner placed his head 
on his pillow, than, breathing, and God- 
blessing ! her name, he sank into sweet un- 
broken rest. . 

Reader, if you must have taken either, 
which side would you have chosen of the 
three— the uncle's ; aunt's; or nephew's? — 
the uncle's, worth £700,000, and not a 
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wink ; the aunt's, worth £100,000, besides 
the nice place she lived in, &c., &c. ; the 
nephew's, worth nothing but what was in 
the little green and rose silk purse of his 
mother's netting in his left breast pocket, 
and — true — his mens consda reciiy his 
healthy mind and heart at ease ; and not a 
care beyond the hope " that his Mother, and 
Aunty, and Peter, and all of them, were 
well and happy, and that his was to be the 
pride and joy of some day recovering her 
birthright ? 

Up to the present, " the sample," as 
uncle Timothy expressed it, " was unexcep- 
tionable " — ^Warren had performed wonders ! 

" Yes — fancy if you had a son of your 
own like him," said Betty ; " just such a 
comely, careful, steady, active, industrious, 
well-mannered young fellow, to tread in your 
after you " 

Timothy winked, and shook his knees 
like old Daddy used, and gnawed at his left 
thumb-nail, but said nothing. 

" Of course you are the best judge," went 
on Betty ; '' only its pleasant, any how, to 
know, isn't it, that flesh and blood of one's 
own — and good right for it — ^flesh and 
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blood of one's own will take what we Ve got 
for them atter as, — ^little or much, that's nar 
tural?" 

" Heap up the riches, do I,'* mumbled 
Timothy, under his breath, ^ and don't know 
who shall gather them ?" 

" I'd know, though," cried Betty, who 
had a quick ear as well as eye ; ^' and not 
long first either, if I were young and hale 
and hearty as you are." 

Timothy Westminster numbered fifty-two 
years and a half to his own score that day. 
. Timothy shook his knees and bit his nail 
faster and faster. 

" Not come to your prime yet.'* 

Tim giggled. 

" It's true." 

^^ Heaps up the riches, and don't know 
who shall gather them. Knows who shan't 
though 1" 

" Well, now let's talk of something else,'* 
said Betty, rising and taking up the hand- 
basket in which were the little purchases 
she had been making here and there that 
afternoon for Wednesday. " Talk till 
dooms-day, I suppose, it's to be Warren 
Woodford, not Timothy Westminster" — 
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and Betty heaved a sigh — ^^not Timothy 
Westminster is to take after you. Well, 
alFs for the best may be. One thing, he 
can take the name of Westminster, too, 
can't he ? By the bye, John Dorking and 
the Wentworth's are coming to tea with me 
to-morrow — you'll drop in, won't you, and 
spend an hour ?" 

" If you could have made it next week 
instead ?" hesitated Timothy ; " when — 
when — /' 

'^ Clara goes back to school, dear Bea- 
trice says, on Saturday, and I thought it 
would' be a little treat for her. She's a 
sweet girl I Thursday, you know, the Flax- 
man's are coming over for a day from Bed- 
dington; Friday we wash — Wednesday's 
the only spare day this week — we'll have tea 
at six to a moment." 

Pinned in a comer, Timothy submitted 
to his fate : — and Betty went to bed that 
night in such spirits as Peggy had never 
in all her recollection seen her in before I 
and, once asleep, never woke again, she said 
till day-light. Suffice it to add, before that 
day three months Timothy Westminster 
made Beatrice Wentworth his wife. 
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Recovered from his surprise at himself, 
Timothy, with Beatrice Westminster on his 
arm, found himself a far happier mortal 
than he had ever been before in his life. 
Sister Betty was quite right — " she could 
not have suited him better had she been 
made on purpose for him." In a word, 
Timothy was very well contented, and Bea- 
trice the envy of some dozens of disap- 
pointed ones, and the admiration of all else 
who knew her. 

During the week's honeymooning in 
London, Warren spent a delicious seven 
days at Rexbury. 

The marriage formed of course the first 
theme. 

Peter Borrington was " sure Miss Betty 
had had a finger in that pie ; and, rubbing 
his hands in a manner perfectly unintelli- 
gible to Aunt Barbara, who " saw nothing 
in it— on the contrary— to rejoice at," de- 
clared "that the ways of Providence were 
very good ! ever working for^ though they 
might seem against^ us, if we would but 
think so." 

Lucretia did think so. And when War- 
ren grasped her hand and kissed her cheek 
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again to say good bye— all that dread she 
had before felt at parting with him had 
gone ; and bidding " God be with him," she 
turned to Peter, and, taking his arm, talked 
on about him as cheerfully as though he had 
only run across to Ross, and would return 
to them safe and sound before nightfall. 

There had been grand doings at Hill- 
borough on the occasion — ^Timothy's money, 
for once, being scattered about by John 
Dorking in a manner made the old town 
mad again I It had been rather a succession 
of wonders than delight. For a week it 
seemed nothing but hoUday-making among 
them, as if the whole place had almost 
taken leave of its wits. But when, after a 
little while, came a whisper afloat, that 
more ipipossible things might happen than 
Beatrice Westminster presenting her lord 
and master one of these days with the Heir- 
Male, the state of excitement that followed 
this pen has no power to do justice to, and, 
so, will not attempt it. 

But the hoped-for Heir-Male coming — 
Poor Warren ! he had need of all Peter's 
great shield of faith and content, beneath 
which to fight on steadily and manfully. 
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with the heavy odds against him. Who 
now in all Hillborough, not excepting even 
John Dorking, who loved him like a brother^ 
would have taken sides against the strong 
boxes with nephew Warren ? 



CHAPTER X. 



THE CUP AND UP. 



Three blank faces sat in close and earnest 
council in Polly Quarles's little back-room^ 
about twelve month's after Timothy West- 
minster's return from his week's London 
honeymooning. Polly's own was one of 
them ; Lucy Gwinnet's — ^PoUy's married 
daughter — another ; Gideon Wolff's, the third. 
Polly had been twice married. Lucy, her 
eldest, now a widow with a sucking baby at 
the breast, was by her first husband ; Robert^ 
the second, was out at sea; Jacob, her 
youngest, by Shotter Quarles, now a sharp 
boy ten years old, was at home with hia 
mother, picking up what knowledge a cheap 
day-school, in die next street afforded, and 
comforting Polly in her solitude. 



192 BETTY WESTMINSTER. 

In all Hillborough that day there were not 
three other such blank faces as the blank trio 
in Polly Quarles's back parlour. The old 
town was one buzz of merriment from une 
end of it to the other, and with reason :— 

The Heir-Male was a fact accomplished, 
and mother and baby-boy were doing well ! ! ! 

^* Baby was a fine, fat, bouncing boy ! The 
only fear was, Beatrice Westminster would 
not be able to suckle him herself, she was so 
delicate, and must have a wet-nurse." 

Aunt Betty's joy beggared description ! 

The money flowed again like water. 
Every one of Timothy's public houses in and 
about Hillborough kept open house for ten 
days. Never in the history oSf the West- 
minsters were known such doings ! John 
Dorking got fifty pounds a-year added to his 
salaiy, and work in full proportion to his 
daily labours ; Gideon Wolff* was raised a 
stool higher in the counting-house, into 
which Betty had succeeded in placing him 
soon after her return fi-om Reddington for 
his good conduct ; and Bibbs, and Peggy, 
and Aaron Bones, each had a bran new suit 
a-piece given them, and a guinea over and 
above iheir usual quarterage. 
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Not a cloud was on any countenance 
except on the three blanks in Polly's back- 
parlour. 

The doctor had that morning decided it, 
that Mrs. Timothy Westminster could not 
suckle her baby — ^^ a healthy wet-nurse must 
be found." 

There had been three or four close councils 
before during the last ten day's at Polly 
QuarWs. 

Gideon Wolff was much improved in ap- 
pearance. He looked fatter, altogether in 
better ease ; and, dressed in a handsome suit 
of mulberry-brown cloth, Polly might well 
call to mind the night by the river-side, and 
hold up her hands and eyes at the '^ strange 
chances and changes of this mortal life I" 

But manifestly in much better case as he 
was, there was an expression of sullen dis-* 
appointment and anxiety in Gideon's face, 
that gave it such a savage hue, even Polly 
shrunk from it, as he gloomily entered her 
room that evening, and prepared herself for 
some unusual outburst. 

There Polly miscalculated. Any exhibition 
of the dark thoughts with which his mmd 
was full was the last Uiing Gideon meant 

VOL. IT. K 
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should escape him ; and, throwing himself 
into a chair, he sat all of a heap, tapping the 
toe of his boot with his stick for the space of 
full ten minutes without uttering a word. 

Polly up stairs for a moment, Lucy 
Gwinnet whispered something huniedly to 
him, which brought the blood to his cheeks, 
then left them pale as ashes ; and, drawing 
a chair close to the table, planted her elbows 
on it, and, resting her cheeks in her palms, 
sat waiting for him to say something. 

The cloud had partly vanished from his 
brow as Polly came in again ; and bidding 
her fill them a tumbler each from a bottle he 
pointed to in the cupboard, Gideon's tongue 
regained its usual freedom ; and, emptying 
his glass at a draught : — 

** Only think of that now," said he ; 
" coming putting us all out this way." 

" Pretty dear !" exclaimed Polly. " He's 
the image of his father." 

" What a beauty I" laughed Lucy. " What 
eyes, and nose, and all — Daddy all over?" 

" Oughtn't to be cross with him, ought 
us ?" said Polly. 

" Tim — Tim — mean to name him Tim, 
don't they ?" asked Lucy. 
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" Devil seize him !'* muttered Gideon. 

A customer called Polly Quarles away 
into the shop. 

It was Lydia Bland had run round to 
borrow a flat iron, and, while about it, to 
ask Polly, " if she knew of any nice, tidy, 
healthy, honest young woman, with a good 
breast of milk, she could recommend as wet^ 
nurse to Mrs. Westminster, as she heard she 
wanted one." 

Polly would make enquiries. 

Lydia Bland had just gone, when it sud- 
denly struck Polly there was a chance for 
Lucy y and, hunting back again into the 
parlour : — 

" They havn't suited themselves yet," she 
cried, ^^ with a nurse, Lydia says. Make 
haste and put on your bonnet, and go quick 
and see Miss Betty if you can, and mind have 
a care what you're at, and you may get 
the place easy." 

" I've got it," returned Lucy, carelessly. 

^^ Got it ? There's sly— and never said a 
word to me." 

" Yes. Not an hour ago. Only thought 
of it last night. It's all settled. Had to 
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stick out hatd though for the wages with 
them." 

" Love you all the better — ^he, he, he" — 
giggled Gideon. 

'' But what'U you do with Charley ?" 
asked Polly. 

" Madge Shotter will take him— she's got 
plenty for two." 

Whereupon, off flew Polly to a little 
private store down stairs, to which no one 
kept the key but herself; and, presently re- 
turning with a stone bottle in each hand, — 
" If Mr. Wolff would honour them, she'd 
send for neighbours Bland and Meek round 
the corner, and they'd have a glass all tor 
gethef, as it would be Lucy's last night." 

Mr. Wolff had not the slightest objection ; 
and, spite of the heavy load at his heart, in 
consequence of Miss Betty's desertion of 
him for little Timothy^ they kept it up in 
glorious style I — till midnight striking, Mr. 
Wolff betook himself to Uncle Timothy's ; 
and, making Bibbs hear with a pebble or two 
at her window, slipped up to his bed in the 
garret and, throwing himself on it dre ssed 
as he was, was all ready, after a dip of his 
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face and hands in cold water, to meet 
Timothy at the wharf by cockcrow, if he 
happened to want him as early. 

Timothy Westminster's marriage had 
troubled Gideon very little. Indeed, he saw in 
it — never supposing it would ever bring the 
heir-male wanted— matter rather for rejoicing 
than being sad about. It would draw off 
Timothy's thoughts from Warren— a much 
more formidable opponent to have to deal 
with, should he once thoroughly enlist his 
uncle's sympathies, than twenty women. 

But when, contrary to everyone's expec- 
tations, it became evident that Timothy was 
soon about to be a father, a black cloud 
settled over Gideon's heart, though studiously 
excluded from his face — Betty, above all 
things, hating dull and downcast people 
about her; — and seeking Lucy Gwinnet, a 
special favourite and confidant^ whom he 
honoured by always upholding ^^ as the only 
really sensible woman he had ever met with 
— ^with a head on her shoulders," unbosomed 
all his griefs to her. 

At first, Lucy received the avowal of his 
designs on Betty Westminster's affections 
with bursts of laughter ; and well she might. 
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Betty bjr aniyenal consent being held to be 
as perfectly safe against sly Cnpid and 
his shafts as a sUme-walL Bat when he told 
her what unmistakeable proofe she had given 
him of her regard, even to the extent of a 
white cornelian breast-pin for his new set of 
shirts, in the shape of a heart. Lacy did 
stare! and, lending a more seiioas ear, 
at last was constrained to confess, ^' it did 
look Teiy like a serioas case, for it was 
jast that sort, that people thoaght were hard 
as iron, know how to handle them, often 
made sach old fools of themselves." 

This was consolatory in one sense. But, 
unfortunately, the right handling, though 
successful so far, had only ripened matters 
just hr enough to bring the first buds out, 
when over came the dark clouds and nipping 
blights ; and now not a single bud was left, 
nor sign of one, and all the right-handling 
in the world would never bring them 
back again. 

" Never I That was a long day to wait 
for" — and set Lucy pondering, how best to 
deal with it. 

The heir-male was an established fact; 
and Jonathan Vardon, the doctor said :— 
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** three score and ten were written on his 
forehead, if nothing happened to take him 
off before, legible as life." 

So, Gideon's hopes— where were they ? 

In his JEsop and Lucy Gwinnet. If they 
could give him no comfort, nothing could. 

Lucy thought for a minute— and a deep 
shade clouded her handsome features. 

iShe was a dark gipsy-visaged beauty was 
Lucy Gwinnet, like his mother. They were 
like, too, in many other respects. In their 
histories many pages read as if they had 
been written by the same pen, and cut 
out of the same chapters. There were sad 
follies in both had led to their fall, and 
sadder wrongs and wretchedness in con- 
sequence. Lucy also had found a friend 
more than once, when she wanted one, in 
Lizzie Wolff, and ingratitude for signal 
services received was not among Lucy's 
black list. 

By alt accounts, it was a list quite black 
enough without. But she had righted her- 
self in a greatineasure by her marriage with 
an honest working man ; and now held a 
decentish place enough, though nearly 
penniless, among her neighbours. 
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One day Gideon heard at Polly's, that 
Lucy Gwinnet's husband was dead, and had 
left her without a shilling. That same 
evening saw him consoling the handsome 
widow; He dropped of his earnings into 
her lap that which saved her from going 
begging of her friends; and, recalling to 
mind Lizzie, his mother's kindnesses to her 
when she was a girl, Lucy's heart warmed 
towards her young benefactor in a way made 
Gideon more than ample amends for any 
further little personal indulgences his gene- 
rosity to her might compel him to forego. 
She talked to him of his mother — " of her 
beauty, of her fond, confiding heart, and un- 
selfish nature \ of the squire, his father, and 
how ill he had requited her love ; and what 
a sin and shame it was that hands like his 
should have to toil for their bread as though 
they were tough and hard as horse-hide/' 
In short, she talked to him of all he most 
loved to think and talk' about himself, and 
soon no one reigned chief in Gideon's secret 
heart like Lucy Gwinnet. 

He saw that she looked into his whole 
soul, and that was what no other eyes on 
earth ever did but her's. He felt that she 
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perfectly understood him, and he her, too 
There were no disguises between them. And 
that so understanding, they liked each other 
the better for it. So, he unbosomed all his 
ambitious schemes to her with regard to 
Betty, and finely she laughed, as well she 
might, at first. Then, seeiqg some reason 
for it, lent a more serious ear ; — till, the plot 
ripening — strange if two clever heads and 
hearts like those, put together day after day, 
could not hatch something between them, 
worthy of them. 

" Got the place sure, have you ? ' re- 
peated Polly elatedly, and dropping on her 
knees beside the horse-hair sofa, on which, 
wrapped round in an old angola shawl, lay 
little Charlie fast asleep. 

" Yes," smiled Lucy. " But they were 
precious sharp about character, I can tell you " 

" Were they now ? I daresay. Madge 
Shotter could have said a word for you, 
couldn't she ?" 

" Betty mind her ? Not she." 

" Not Madge. Whew ! Not paid up 
her last half mayhap ?" 

" Possible." 

" Bibbs might though ?' put in Gideon, 

K 2 
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pushing the knob of his stick into Charlie's 
fat little fist, as, now opening his great brown 
eyes, he lay staring and laughing at him. 

'* Yes, and did, or Rebecca Beaslem 
would have got it sure enough." 

** He, he, he — what did she say ?" 

« Bibbs r 

•' Yes." 

" I'd a beautiful breast—hadn't had a 
day's illness, to speak of, since I was up — 
was quiet as a mouse — didn*t mind confine- 
ment a bit — doted on children— and went to 
church, to her knowledge, for she sat in the 
next pew, every Sunday regularly." 

" Good Bibbs— he, he, he — word'for word, 
as I'm a Christian. Get your money, must 
buy her a fairing, come Michaelmas, for it — 
he, he, he." 

Polly was wanted again. 

" Good Bibbs !" giggled Gideon, looking 
up from Charlie sideways at his mother. 

Lucy's face grew dark as midnight, as, 
meeting the searching glance that was 
reading her very thoughts :— 

" What do you think she asked me," she 
said, her eyes flashing vengeful fire, and 
her lip quivering with rage. 
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# 

'* Who ?" 

" Betty Westminster." 

'* Who was to be his mammy dear, eh ?" 
— looking at Charlie — ** when mammy's 
gone ?" 

" Cares about that a deal, don't she ?" 

* Ah ! won't have any going shares, 
shouldn't wonder? Little Tim's to have 
all, or none— he, he, he." 

" Bless his precious little heart !" cried 
Lucy, running to the open arms held out for 
her, and catching him to her breast, and 
devouring him with kisses :— •*' no, no, that 
wasn't it.— Mammy going to leave him, is 
she ? — cruel mammy ! Don't know his own 
father, don't he ?— poor little Charlie !" 

" He, he, he." 

** Going to leave him, is she ? — cruel 
Mammy !" and down came the hot tears and 
the kisses commingled faster and faster. 
*' Come back again to him soon, won't she ? 
Yes, so she will — come back Mammy must, 
mustn't she — or she'll break her heart for 
her Charlie-boy? Knows his own dear 
Mammy, a darling ! do she?" 

" He, he, he ! go shares, with little 
Tim?" giggled Gideon. No, no — all 
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or none for little Tim>-he, he, he ! Knows 
his own daddy, does Tim — don't he? he, 
he, he ! lucky daddy<~liicky little Tim— he, 
he, he !" 

" There— there/* sighed Lucy, snuggling 
him closer to her bosom;— and, rocking 
him backwaixis and forwards, she swore an 
oath, a fearful oath — scarcely audible to 
ears less acute than Gideon's^a fearful oath 
for any lips, but terrible for a woman's— so 
terrible, that even Gideon started, and felt his 
blood run cold, and his flesh creep over him I 
But Polly's entrance, with neighbours Meek 
and Bland, threw a new face on the scene ; 
and Charlie lulled off, and put safe and 
sound in his crib, soon a nice hot supper 
was smoking on the table ; and that done 
justice to, all was joy and merriment up to 
midnight in Polly's back parlour, on the 
strength of the ^* new place/' 

Timothy's wedding-day was a day long to 
be remembered at Hillborough; but^and 
John Dorking always spoke within the mark 
— " the christening was to beat it hollow ! 
No expense was to be spared !" and people 
heard and held their breath amazed ! 

At last the day dawned ! and such a day 
as rarely falls to the fate of fiStes. All the 
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glories of blue skj» and balmy air, and beam- 
ing brightness everywhere, and the round 
world leaping for joy at the sight of them, 
seemed combined to make the heart of man 
perfectly happy for once, if possible. 

Two hearts, at all events, that day at 
Hillborough were so, as happy as two gold- 
set hearts could be ! 

Timothy smiled well pleased on his Bea- 
trice ; and Beatrice on her Timothy. With 
the first dawn they were up, and smiling on 
each other. 

Oh, how the young mother's heart danced 
exulting, as, springing from her bed, aU 
the pride and glory of that heavenly day, in 
store for her, blazed with the up-rising sun 
lull radiant I ^^ What cloudless omens all 
around her, turn where she' would ! — what 
a happy woman she was !" 

** Yes— and how blest am I above men, 
I, Timothy Westminster, of Hillborough !" 
said Timothy, to himself—'* blessed — very, 
very blessed! How good God is ! how just! 
How gracious ! Yes, now my cup of joy is 
full ! Now will my name-— the name of my 
forefathers for more than three generations — 
go down with my wealth honoured to pos- 
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terity, O, happiness !" but as the words 
were on his lips, scarcely uttered : — 
;2" Hark ! Merciftil God I what was that ?" 
cried Beatrice, clinging in her terror to her 
rich, happy husband's arm— to whom no evil 
she thought could come, — as a wild scream 
from the nursery overhead rang through the 
old house from top to bottom— then another 
—and another :— -" Oh, God 1 oh, God ! and 
tearing up stairs, she flew like one frantic to 
her babe's col. 

He was not there— though there he had 
surely been, for there was the little downy 
hollow in which she had left him, when with 
the last tender kiss she had blessed and 
committed him to the safe care of Heaven 
and its guardian angels ; and, there, too, 
was the little laced-sheet turned back, which 
she herself with her own hands had adjusted 
so carefully, not to wake him, but two hours 
ago, when she slipped up, before Timothy 
was awake, just to take a peep at him, and 
tell Lucy to be sure not to over-sleep her- 
self :—" where — where was he?" 

There, poor, helpless, horror-struck ^ mo- 
ther of a million !*— there, in the great bed 
by his cot's side. 
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^* Asleep ? safe ? well ?" 

" Look^ look — if you dare. — No, no— not 
asleep — not in such sleep as will open his 
loved eyes and arms ever again to be taken 
crowing to your bosom. Not so asleep, poor 
bereaved ^ mother of a million !' but a corpse 
— yes, a corpse — yet warm— so warm, he 
could not have been dead an hour— dead — 
never to wake more on earth — a senseless 
corpse — now waiting only for its little blue- 
clothed, silver-nailed coffin, to be consigned 
to die silent tomb. — And there — on the floor 
—look — his poor phrenzied nurse, lying in 
a swoon, with her hands full of her own hair 
torn out by the roots, and with scarcely the ^ 
breath of life, seemingly, in her. 

Oh, woe 1 woe 1 woe ! 

Timothy's sun of joy rose cloudless, but it 
set, too, for ever, on that day. 

Before night-fall, Beatrice's soul had 
joined her baby's. Fit followed fit for six 
hours without the intermission of ten 
minutes. Nature was more nierciful than 
art. Timothy for once prayed in earnest. 
What would such a life have been, had the 
prayer been granted ? — an intolerable misery 
to itself I 
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Timothy's sun on .earth was set for ever- 
He never held his head up again. No one 
ever caught his eye from that night. Old 
age came suddenly on him, and bent back, 
and silver hairs ; so that a stranger, seeing 
him for a moment at his door, would, before 
another winter had gone by, have taken him 
for seventy. Still, he stuck to business, 
going through the day's work mechanically, 
but, all the same, as eager for the profits as 
in his palmiest days. And so he went od 
for two winters more, breaking fast, and 
cramped continually ; when one morning, 
after a day of more than usual weakness and 
dejection, he was found dead and cold in his 
bed— he must have been dead for hours. 

And when Lucy Gwinmct heard it, she 
tunied pale as a sheet, and, trembling all 
over, sought Gideon. 

'* Why need Lucy have trembled ? Neigh- 
bours had long ceased to reproach her for 
that unhappy night. The worst they now 
ever said was :— ** would she have overlain 
her own baby ? — it was shamefully careless of 
her I to say the least ' 

Lucy had got used to that. But Timothy ^s 
death would open the wound a-fresh, and 
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she shrunk from it instinctively^ as hum 
something hideous that haunted her, wrestle 
against it as she would. Then, too, came 
other anxious thoughts crowding. '^ What, 
if after all, he had left Warren Woodford his 
heir?" and a sickening feeling seized on 
Lucy, as it shot through her brain, that 
made her knees totter so, a straw almost 
would have knocked her down. ' 

«< No'' — there Gideon could positively re- 
assure her — " Warren Woodford was not 
left a shilling." 

'* Nor Lucretia, his mother." 

" Not a halfpenny." 

"Nor John Doiidng?' 

" Not the ghost of a farthing." 

Lucy fetched a deep breath. 

" Betty had got everything — he, he, he — 
Betty was the richest spinster now in all 
England — he, he, he." 

" What had he died worth ?" 

'' Not less they said, than Seven Hundred 
Thousand pounds." 

" A nice little windfall for jjomebody 
some day ?" smiled Lucy, *' Not so bad- 
looking, either, is she, when she's dressed of 
a Sunday?'' 

" He, he, he — ought to have a plum, to 
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help swallow that, oughtn't I ?" 

As to Betty, she bore the blows it had 
pleased Heaven to let fall on her, in such 
rapid and afflicting succession, as her friend 
and pastor, the Rev. Mr. Plover, said, " with 
the Christian firmness and resignation that 
marked her character. He only prayed, 
that all his flock, under similar heavy visita- 
tions, would show the same meek and sub- 
missive spirit as she had done. It had 
caused him more joy than he could ever ex- 
press ! Such examples spoke for themselves^ 
and he should not fulfil what he conceived 
to be his duty, if did not make some 
special and appropriate mention of it in his 
next Sunday's sermon." 

This he did— while the tears rolled down 
Betty's cheeks ; and Gideon's face, buried 
in a white lawn pocket handkerchief, bore 
testimony, in its smothered grief, to the heart- 
touching force of a discourse that, ^\ if she 
lived till a hundred," Betty told every one 
afterwards, " would never pass from her 
memory 1 What a blessing they ought to 
tliink it^ to call such a pastor theirs I She 
was afraid many of them were not half- 
grateful enough for the blessings they en- 
joyed." 



CHAPTER XII. 



GOLD-BETTY. 



Timothy Westminster had finely cheated 
them. The fun and grumbUng Lixed in 
and about Hillborough, when the contents 
of the Will were known, was quite a little 
farce of itself; the stage, scenery cha- 
racters, parts^ dresses, and decorations being 
aU amusingly perfect in their way, and 
acted to the life — their whole hearts and 
souls were in it so ! 

It certainly was too bad ! and Timothy's 
own fault alone that his funeral, in conse- 
quence, was shorn of more than half its pomp. 

Like his ancestors, Timothy Westminster 
had gathered round him at one time or 
other since he became rich a little expectant 
band of staunch adherents, ever ready to 
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do his will, and sing his praises ; and to 
whom, in return, it was his pleasure to hold 
out golden hopes at his death. But, unlike 
them, when making his ^ last will and 
testament,' he strangely overlooked the con- 
ditions of the contract ; and, handing them 
over to sister Betty, left them all unreser- 
vedly to her tender-mercies, and to stare 
at each other for an explanation of it, if 
they wanted one. 

But smothered disappointments soon broke 
out into open murmurings. 

" The miserly old brute !" cried one. 

'^ The grasping old hypocrite I" exclaimed 
another. 

" The cheating old villain 1" echoed a third. 

'^ Look how I slaved for him !" said 
a fourth* 

" And I— see what I endured for him !" 
cried a fifth. 

" Nothing to what I did !" growled 
a sixth. 

" He hope to rest in his grave ?" groaned 
a seventh. 

" No use grumbling any more about it," 
advised John Dorking — '* why did you 
slave so ?" 
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" He, he, he — that's true," giggled 
Gideon — " Why, indeed — that's it, isn't it, 
Mr. John — he, he, he — better luck next 
time he, he, he?" 

But of the blanks, what sort of a blank 
face was his, which, and with good reason, 
might have looked blankest of all — 
Warren Woodford's ? 

If Warren pulled a long face for a day 
or so, it was not for himself. Left to 
himself, his face had been bright and radiant 
as the sun itself. But his mother— it was 
that thought hung heavy. True, he knew 
that, ever since the death of poor little 
Timothy, his uncle had often spoken in 
kindest terms of him to his Aunt Betty, 
and talked of sending for Archibald Sharpe, 
his lawyer, and doing something for him, if 
not for his mother, in his will. But when 
the promised day arrived, it was always put 
off for another ; till death came instead 
of Archibald Sharpe— and now all his 
hope must be in Aunt Betty's love for him. 

" For Aiiw"~and he turned cold as he said 
it. " For his mother he knew too well how 
much love there was in Betty's heart. 
Disguise it as she would, the mention only 
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of her name, he saw, was hateful to hen 
What a home in Hillborouffh was his in 
prospect I But, as long as it was his mother's 
and Peter's wish that he should call it 
so, come what might, he would do his duty 
to the best of his power, and leave the rest 
to the Great Disposer of all things both in 
heaven and earth, to do with him, and for 
him, as seemed best to His will to do." 

The magic power of money 1 What to 
equal it for making Gods and Goddesses in 
a moment of the tiniest fry among us? 
True, Betty Westminster was a tolerably 
good-sized fish of her sort, without brother 
Tim's helping. But she was no more, while 
Tim lived to eclipse her, than as a sprat to 
a salmon, in the money-market. Now look ! 
Mercy on us, what a metamorphosis ! That 
already, great, big, bloated creature, Betty 
Westminster? Ye gods and little fishes 
—what a monster I 

" Good-looking enough in her Sundav- 
best ?" said some of you. Tut. Had you, 
any one of you, turned out as Betty did of a 
week-day, handsome as you were, and honest, 
what do you suppose they would have said 
to you ? Sunday-best ? Yes, well you might 
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be proud of it. Why, you*d have given 
their ears, some of you, to have brushed the 
dirt off the hem of her old black bombasin, 
would she have let you. 

Vulgar, coarse, and common ? Pshaw ! 
Gold idol like that, common, or coarse, or 
vulgar-^ and all those elegant knees bending 
to it in the mud and mire, kissing the very 
soil on which it trod ?' 

Mean, and selfish, and sordid ? And all 
that money of her own to do as she liked 
with, and give away some day by handsful ? 
Stuff and nonsense ! 

O ye Hillboroughians ! what did you more 
than your fellow-men ? They worshipped 
their golden idols, and not a whit less did you 
vours? Hindoos and Mahometans— nonsense! 
where was the difference ? Ah ! true, you 
called yourselves Christians — them idolaters. 
True, you sent out your gold and your 
gospel — and in so doing you did well— to 
make them all Christians like yourselves. 
What a wicked shame for them to laugh ! 
What laughed they at so ? You called them 
all sorts of names — Idolaters — Polytheists 
— Fanatics — Enthusiasts, and what not : — 
yourselves, O ye Hillboroughians, Chris- 
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tiansi — that is t^hy they laughed. They 
bowed down to their jewelled Monsters, and 
their Prophet — you to your gold Betty. 
Yes — and how your own dear gold Betty 
laughed at you for your pains ! 

But, to descend from Gods and Goddesses 
to humble earth again : — ^Betty might well 
grow a-pace, stuffed with poor brother 
Timothy's gold jts she was to surfeit. 

^' And now, absolute and uncontrolled 
mistress of such enormous wealth, what 
ought she best to do to improve the talents 
committed to her charge ?" 

It was a right question to ask herself ; and 
the answer was given in the same breath 
in which it was put.— " I will act as a West- 
minster woman ought to act/' she said ; 
" prove myself worthy of the great trust 
descended to me." 

An immediate removal to the old house 
in Hillborough was the first step ; as there 
she would be close to business^ and realize 
at every turn all the old time-honoured 
associations, and have under her own eye and 
hand every action of her agents. 

Betty loved business as she loved her life. 
She had never been happy since she had 
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gone up to Blythe House; and now ex- 
perienced a delight in returning to the old 
roof so exquisite, that for a full month she 
let the blinds stop nearly up to the top, 
which, allowing the sun to shine into the 
rooms, gave the house such a cheery air, 
that John Dorking hardly knew it again ; 
and Gideon went cutting and. capering 
about, helping put to rights, "just as if he 
was lord and master," Bibbs said, laughing, 
" and everything was to be done his way, 
indeed." 

As Timothy had left it, so the place wa& 
to stand. Not a thing was to be moved. 
Old-fashioned as they were, Betty liked 
the old faces best ; and, merely bringing 
away with her from Blythe House such of 
the old favourites there as she valued most, 
she would let it furnished, if anyone would 
take it, and so get it off her hands, and joy 
go with it! Warren was to continue to 
occupy his mother's room ; John Dorking, 
his Httle top-heavy old peaked roof house 
with the green door and bright-brass 
knocker on it opposite, which he had fitted 
up after his own taste, " and good taste it 

VOL. II. , L 
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was,"Betfcy said, and Gideon Wolff hisgarret, 
as usual ; no persuasions availing to induce 
him to come down a story lower:—** the air 
being so free from the ft^s," he said, *• up 
high; and there being such a nice jolly 
closet^ vvith a window to it, which he could 
use for his carpenterings and contriviiigs 
occasionally — a hobby of his, work done^ 
and come bad weather." 

Snug at home again, Betty looked abo«tt 
her well pleased. It had turned out, that 
Timothy was worth best part of a hundred 
thousand more than people thought for. 
So that now she might look upon herself 
as worth best part of a million stei^ing. 

The question was*--could she think of a 
wish unfulfilled ? 

Yes, there was one : — when business called 
them all out, she felt lonely at times-^she 
must try and find a nice, industrious, thrifty, 
cheerful, obliging, lady-like companion, to 
come and live with her. 

Betty mentioned it to Archibald Sharpe 
at a friendly little dinner he gave her and 
Warreu and John Dorking and Gideon, 
Mrs. Sharpe and himself making up just 
the half dozen. 
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Archibald was a privileged person. No 
one could say to her what he dared. 

" If I might speak and. Uve," he whis- 
pered, stirring up the lump of sugar at the 
bottom of his tea-cup, and looking full into 
his rich client's eyes, — " I know the sort of 
companion / should recommend you " 

" Advice gratis^ eh ?" laughed Betty. 

" To the poor, certainly^ always," bowed 
Archibald. 

" Find me one, can you^ anywhere ?" 

" One worthy of you?" and Archibald 
heaved a little sigh almost loud enough for 
Mrs. Sharpe to have heard, if she had not 
been chatting at the top of her spirits with 
Warren and Gideon. 

" A husband ?" screamed Betty. " One 
of your male- kind for me? Mercy save 
us? what next? Tie my right hand 
behind me that way? Never going to 
charge me six and eightpence for that, 
are you ?" and bursting out into a loud 
hoarse-laugh— poor Archibald gulped down 
his scalding tea to save his blushes, and 
joining in chorus, Betty declared " she didn't 
mind a pin for the fee, that time— just for 
the fun of it." 
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" Well, then, you shall have money's 
worth, if it's possible," said Archibald, 
handing the buttered toast, and taking 
a piece himself ; and re-seating himself on 
the sofa. — ^^ I think I know the very 
person to suit you." 

" That's right.". 

" She isn't -handsome — she isn't ugly — 
she's quite good-looking enough — age about 
twenty-two I should say — tall and graceful, 
*the gentlewoman all over — nice voice — 
mild-mannered — has seen trouble — can work 
well with her needle— would make herself 
useful — and agreeable, no doubt of it, for a 
good home and kind treatment." 

" Works for her bread does she ?" 

« Hard." 

" Beautifully, too !" — ^put in Hannah 
Sharpe. 

''Face?" 

" H — m—passable— more of the heart- 
ache in it than handsome." 

" That's true, poor thing !" sighed 
Hannah, '' and no wonder.*' 

" Good character?" 

" Excellent ! they say." 

" Who says ?" 
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" Josiah Till, and Smallbones, that she 
work her fingers sore for." 

**Alady?" 

'' Born and bred." 

" And works — works that way ?" 

" Like a true lady, yes, rather than beg." 

" No airs and graces ?" 

" Best see her." 

" Much." 

Next day Betty called in at Josiah Till's 
and Smallbones's. The afternoon follow- 
ing, Miss Letitia Gordon, or, Letty Gordon, 
as we shall better know her by, paid Miss 
Westminster a visit ; and, after an hour's 
interview, went straight to Mr. Sharpe's. 

Archibald Sharpe, though an attorney, 
had a good man's heart in his bosom— good, 
when his own nature, as given him by his 
mother, got hold of it and led it captive. 
Then it beat like a man's heart should. And 
it so happened that it was thus beating to 
the tune of his mother's portrait over the 
mantlepiece when Letty Gordon entered 
that morning ; and, seeing her look a shade 
more pale and pensive than usual, he knew 
what she had done — 3no:ao:ed herself to 
Betty ; ani, though he believed it would 
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be ail for her good in the end, he pitied 
her sincerely, and she saw by his manner 
that he did so. 

Holding out a welcoming hand : — '^ You 
are going?" said he; "That's well. Pm 
glad of it Better a great deal than working 
your fingers off, for next to nothing, night 
and day. Not a bed of roses there, either ? 
Never mind— you must pluck the thorns 
out as they start up — ^that's the way — ^then 
they won't spoil your rest. We've all our 
work to do— a deal of dirty work some of 
UB — I know I have my share — mustn't mind 
that a pin« Hdid on — tally with her temper, 
if you can — she's tiresome at times — all her 
race ever were — hyenas the women, put them 
out. — Don't be afraid — hold on — ^winter's 
comings-Cora's scarce — and Smallbones' 
work mightn't last — nothing like a sure 
home. Don't trouble —you'll do. — Patient 
temper ?— Grood ; Early riser ?— Good ; don't 
mind work ?— Good. Can listen well, laugh 
well, and cry well, be solemn as an owl, and, 
wanted, frisky as a kitten in a moment ? — 
Good I good I good ! And make out black's 
white, come occasion ? — ^No — ^not quite that 
— I thought as much. — ^Anyhow you can say 
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your prayers, can't you always, in your closet 
— they'll be lieard there safe enough, no fear 
of that And mind— ever come a screw 
loose* — can't keep your temper — do if you 
can,— you know — ^you know your way here 
now, don't you ? — ^There's Mrs. Sharpe has 
got a bosom would hold, if I'd let it, all the 
tears and troubles there are in Hillborougb, 
and then room to spare and plenty. And, 
I say— -hark you" — and Archibald lowered 
his voice almost to a whisper — " hold on— ^ 
and when she goes where we must all go 
before or after her one of these days— hold 
on only till then — mind you she's not the 
woman — grasp and grind as she does to save 
a mxpence — ^to forget her debts.— So, now 
good bye, and God bless you." 

They say it never rains but it pours. It 
had rained little enough of fruit-bearing 
showers into Letty's lap of late, but now 
good luck did seem to be coming pouring 
into it in abundance. For when she got 
back to her lodging, there on the table was 
a little pink three cornered note for her 
from Ladv Bdlshaw, of Lowdon House, to 
whom Archibald Sharpe had mentioned her 
itt liigh terms a few days before ; offering 



224 BETTY WESTMINSTER. 

her the vacant post of under governess 
and hody attendant to her little Caroline, 
a beauteous bud of fairest promise ; if she 
felt inclined, and competent to undertake it. 

Inclined Letty felt very much, but com- 
petent — that was another matter. 

Nineteen out of twenty young ladies in 
her position, left utterly unprovided for, an 
orphan, and with her own bread to get, 
would not have had two scruples about it. 
Probably had she asked Mrs. Lancaster, the 
schoolmistress in the Regent's Park — ^where 
she carried off the .first French and Music 
prizes — for a testimonial of her com- 
petency, that eminent lady would have 
settled the point at once. But, still, Letty 
had her doubts, and shrunk from the idea, 
because she was poor and needy, of enrich- 
ing herself at the expense of her self- 
-esteem. 

Letty Grordon had her own opinions on 
those matters She had read sundry heart- 
stirring stories about the trials and hard- 
ships of poor ill-used governesses, and how 
scandalously they were treated by the 
moneyed-ignorant and vulgar — how meanly j 
how servilely I how degradingly I But 
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somehow, they had failed to enlist her on 
their side. Strange to say, she had listened 
to the catalogue of their complaints, with 
impatience, rather than pity. In most cases 
her syiiTpathies had gone with the em- 
ployers more than the employed. The whole 
thing appeared to her to be basefl, in ge- 
neral, on a very great mistake, on the part 
of the employed. Instead of sitting down, 
many of them, and writing angry histories 
of their suflferings, how much better would 
it have been to have asked themselves the 
plain question: — Had they not brought those 
sufferings on themselves by undertaking- 
more than they could perform ? In truth, 
had not Lady A., or Mr. B., or Mrs, C, 
been very kind, and patient, and enduring, 
so long to keep about them, probably out 
of charity and compassion, little better than 
80 many useless encumbrances, in plain en- 

glish instead of the efficient persons they 

had falsely represented themselves to be ? 

Supposing for a moment it had been the 

case of a coachman^ or a footman, instead 

of a governess ; and it had turned out, on 

trial, that Jehu could not drive, or Jeames 

L 2 
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wait . at table ; was it to be expected that 
her Ladyship, or Mr. B., or Mrs. C. were,^ 
out of delicacy to Mr. Jehu, or Mr. Jeame*s 
feelings, to be nearly over-turned every day, 
or have the soup spilt in their laps, and 
take it coolly ? 

Thus looking at it, Letty would not be 
tempted ; but^ packing up her little move- 
ables, and duly acknowledging her grateful 
thanks for Lady Bellshaw's kind offer^ the 
following Monday saw her calmly occupying 
a seat opposite Miss Westminster at the 
dinner tdble. 

" Hold on anyhow, if you can," Archi- 
bald Sharpe had advised. ^^ You can say 
your prayers, remember, in your closet." 

Thus cheered and fortified, Letty went to 
her new home, resolved to ^^ hold on," come 
what might, if she could. The grand point 
was to understand Betty correctly, and 
gain her confidence bv stricdy and readily 

Betty-rule, as far as in her lay, to make 
herself necessary to her comforts ; never to 
tire of good temper ; to have a smiLe ever 
uppermost, if asked for it ; a keen eye to sea 
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a chance^ and bold hand to ETtrike the bar- 
gain ; to save a penny whenever and wherever 
she could ; if possible never to be sick, or 
sad; nor cold if there was no fire; nor 
hungry, going supperless to bed ; and to be 
able to cut and contrive, and turn and twist, 
and mend and make up her old dresses and 
bonnets and caps in the prevailing fashions, 
so as to spite that Miss Simpson, the milli- 
ner, who had cheated her once, when she 
saw her at church on Sundays. 

First impressions ruled with Betty. 

" How do you like her ?" asked Archi- 
bald — ^two or three days after Lett)'s 
arrival. 

Archibald had dropped in, ad he passed, 
for five minutes, and put the question to 
Betty, as Letty left the room for a moment. 

" Very weU.*' 

" I told you so." 

Betty rose, and, pretending to want somt- 
thing on the mantle-piece, looked compla- 
cently at herself in the glass. 

" Would you think me rude," said Archi- 
bald, rising, too, " if I asked you where you 
bought —not at Simpson's surely-— that ex- 
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ceedingly becoming cap you have on to-day ? 
I should like Mrs. Sharpe to see if 

" You think it becoming, do you ?" 
smiled Betty, smoothing down the strings. 

" Extremely !" 

^^ How much do you guess, now, I gave 
for it r 

" A mint of money, I shouldn't \\ onder." 

" Guess/' 

" Well, all I know is, Mrs. Sharpe 
brought a new one from London the other 
day, and a dowdy it is, that she gave a 
guinea for, not half as pretty." 

" He, he, he," giggled Gideon, who had 
slipped into the room while Betty was ad- 
miring herself. 

" A guinea ?" cried Betty, plumping 
down again on her chair, and throwing up 
both hands astounded. " Twenty-one shil- 
lings gone that way? Good luckl a fine 
thing to be Mrs. Archibald V 

" He, he, he." 

" Only for high days and holydays," ex- 
plained Archibald, slightly colouring. 

" Need be only." 

" He, he, he." 
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" Confound that giggling ape !" muttered 
Archibald to himself. " Shouldn't I Uke 
to lay this stick over his shoulders ?" 

" You havn't guessed how much,'* cried 
Betty, winking at Gideon. *' And all the 
quilling real blonde, mind you, five and nine 
a yard." 

Archibald, not to be caught again, shook 
his *head. 

" Tell him Gideon,-.tell him -111 bet a 
farthing you know to a halfpenny, — how 
much for the blonde cap and black and grey 
ribbons, Gideon ?" 

" Thank'ee— he, he, he." 

" Not a farthing more — right, right — ^not 
a farthing," cried Betty, clapping her hands 
as Letty made her re-appearance. " There, 
Gordon, — what do you say to that ? Hannah 
Sharpe gave a guinea, only last week, for 
a dowdy thing down from London, not an 
inch of blonde in it worth twopence 111 
warrant ; and here have I got all this, at 
five and nine a yard, and ribbons, strings, 
and all, for a thank'ee only." 

"He, he, he.'' 

Letty and Archibald exchanged smiles ; 
and a warm shake of the hand at the door, 
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notwithstanding the little slip aboat the 
guinea — and Betty was put in humour with 
herself for the remainder of the day. 

Nothing pleased Betty better than to 
catch any of her devoted friends tripping. 
She would lay the trap for them on purpose, 
and laugh till she shook her sides to hear 
Gideon ^ he, he, heing* at their discomfiture 
in the background. She knew most of them 
to be toadies and sycophants as well as 
Gideon did ; but it suited her to have them 
about her, and she had no objection to pay 
for it handsomely, too, if they would only 
amuse her enough. What excellent fun it 
was many a time to set some of them quak- 
ing, for fear they had done for themselves 
for ever, when detected in some palpable 
extravagance, while they were exhibiting 
their economy to please her I But, her 
mirth gratified, down would go another 
thousand or more, on the strength of it, to 
their names very likely, the next time she 
went on business to her lawyers. 

Gold-Betty must be amused^ and nothing 
seemed to tickle her humour so much as 
gratifying it at the exposure and mortifica- 
tion of her worshippers. She saw through 
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tbem thoroughly ; and once, in a fit of dis- 
gust, cleared the house for a whole week of 
all but her own home-circle, and for a day 
or two appeared quite elated by it. But 
she lost Gideon's * he, he, he's' — ^for Warren 
was so matter of fact, and John Dorking 
so dry and short, and Letty so calm and 
practical and sweet-tempered, that there was, 
literally, no game astir for him to let fly his 
giggles at, and Betty was fain to throw 
open her arms again, and readmit them, in 
very ennui, to her favour. 

And oh 1 how the Mammonites now came 
back flocking to their Idol, with their 
prayers, and their praises, and their peace- 
offerings ! till even Betty Westminster's love 
of more took a long breath. 

" What, in good-luck's name, are we to 
do with them all, Gordon ?" asked Betty, 
greedily eyeing the heaps of presents on the 
table. " Poke them all in there," she 
lauded, her mouth full of pine-apple 
jam, and pointing to the bookcase in the 
comer. 

It was a tall, thin, antique, lozenge- paned 
piece of furniture, that bookcase of Betty's 
in the corner of the Uttle parlour in which 
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they always lived and took their meals, ex- 
cept sometimes on Sundays, when a friend 
was coming to dine with them, and then she 
would have a fire lighted in . the drawing- 
room, as they called it, an hour before it 
was wanted, to air it a bit, and take away 
the smell of the dry-rot. 

The upholsterer who made it, called it a 
bookcase in Daddy's bill, and so it was to 

all intents and purposes. It only wanted 
the books, but that was not Ebenezer 

Tomkyns's fault. 

" Poke them all in there," said Betty. 

Letty threw open the glass doors. There 
was the old rough-calf-skin family Bible 
lying by itself on one shelf ; while the others 
supported a ponderous weight of veneral^le 
day-books and ledgers, once the property of 
her grandfather— there was not a shelf 
empty. 

" What's in the drawers underneath ?'' 

Mercy, what havoc ! Time they were 
opened : — and out Letty drew, one after the 
other, the mouldy rotten old yellow moreen 
and dimity bed-curtains, had been a nice 
snug bed and board for the moths and mice 
unmolested for the last ten years j and 
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strewing them apart on the floor, they sat 

down to regale their eyes and noses on 

them. 

" Come in nicely, washed and mended, 

won't they ?" said Betty, " up in Gideon's 

room when the cold sets in? There's a 

dreadful draught from the closet up there, 

enough to blow the candle out, windy 

nights." 

So Letty could imagine. Up in her room 
she had felt it already, cutting round 
her head so of a night, she was obliged to 
fasten up her petticoat to the bed-post. 
But she judged it as well to say nothing 
about it just then ; and, agreeing, that they 
wodld clean and come in capitally for 
Gideon — now Bibbs should bring some soap 
and water, and a coarse cloth or two, and 
they'd stow away the " peace-offerings" in 
their places, as soon as the carpenter had 
mended the wainscot and stopped up the 
mice-holes," 

And now, with such a nice safe place to 
put them in, as Betty showed them all, in 
poured the little offerings faster and faster ; 
Letty, by her admirable skill at packing, 
never seeming to be without room, arrive 
what would. 
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And the treat it was to have a peep oc- 
casionally — Lady Bellshaw might well crow 
in her heart at the sight of her own jam * 
and jelly-pots, as Betty pointed to them 
with beaming eyes ; and, going home, call 
in at Josiah Tills, and " give him leave tO' 
delight Sir Bradley by sending up the velvet 
mantle and set of sables he had been team- 
ing her about so long." 

Oh ! the unspeakable hopes there trea- 
sured up in that old walnut-wood bookcase I 
To be admitted to but a peep of their own, 
what a happy day was that ! And Betty 
would throw open the drawers herself, and, 
pointing to this kind gift, and to that, send 
one and all of them to their pillows, to 
dream only of how they should outvie each 
other in doing further honour to so much 
gracious kindness. 

In after days, when that funny old trea- 
sure house was thrown open to the Resi* 
duary Legatees, how they must have smiled 
in their sleeves at the sight of such heaps of 
good things, — not one of which — and there 
was enough almost to have stocked a small 
shop — had been contributed by themselves. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



THfi HOME CIRCLE 



It took Betty short time and but small 
pains to settle into the seat vacated by 
brother Timothy. One rule only had ever 
marked the Westminsterian dynasties, and 
the same alone should characterize her 
reign. 

Money was given to make money of ; and 
fortfamth Betty, seated at the helm, took it 
in hand ; and, able mariner in the markets 
as John Doridng was^ '^ he must say, for a 
woman, he never saw such astonishing skill 
and tact I" 

And now well a-float, there should be no 
shirking. Every man to his oar, and put 
his strength well out, too, or overboard he 
should go, if he had to swim for his life — • 
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there should be no idle hands on the good 
barque Betty. 

Betty herself was at the helm— that was 
sufficient. When she slept, they would turn 
in and try to get a nap, too ; but, awake 
and up, wobetide relaxing hand or closing 
lid — ^work, work, work — on, on, on, from 
cock-crow to sun down — well or ill — able or 
not, happy or wretched— on, on, on — would 
they eat their bread ungrudged and escape 
the lash. 

Broken well into it from his boyhood, 
John Dorking pulled away manfully at the 
collar, like a steady machiner used to har- 
ness. But it was a new Ufe for Warren ; 
and, tug and toil as he would, there were 
times when he felt his insufficiency to come 
up to the Betty standard, and that, al- 
though he was putting out all his strength 
and energies till the sweat rolled from his 
brow, he did not give the satisfaction he 
intended, and was still looked on as a white- 
handed, fine gentleman, by his aunt— rather 
as ao ornamental appendage to her estate, 
than of any real use to her or it. 

True, Gideon had hands to the full as 
white and small as his ; but, then, the set* 
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vile things he could and would do, to gain 
a smile, were what none but the arrantest 
parasite would have ever stooped to soil a 
finger with. 

Still, Warren strove on, determined 
that, whatever other deficiencies his aunt 
might see in him, she should never find him 
absent from his post or neglectful of its 
duties. He knew she watched him closely, 
as also did her minion Gideon ; but, ache 
as his heart did very often, he pursued the 
course Peter and his duty had chalked out, 
careless what mortal eye was on him ; well 
knowing there was One Eye ever in and 
about his path, to which he was responsible 
before all others, and in Whose sight if he 
were approved, what mattered it what man 
could say or do unto him ? Suffer as he 
might, no complaint should escape him, as 
long as he was required to do nothing that 
his conscience did not sanction, and his 
aunt Betty was satisfied to let him stay. 

That she loved him as he felt he could 
love her, notwithstanding their opposite 
natures, he knew she did not, and never 
would. But there were the " mother's 
rights," first and paramount above all other 
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thoughts, to ever cheer him on ; and work- 
ing to the tune of them, Betty might watch 
and Gideon waylay— on he would go, work- 
ing and whistling as he worked. " But that 
one bright leading star failing him— not 
another hour — no, not to save his life — 
would he linger under that godless roof. 
He would be off back to those exhaustless 
stores of Christian Wealth, to get one grain 
of whose inestimable hopes was worth all 
Gold-Betty's heaps on heaps put together, 
and oh, how his heart swelled at the thought 
of the day when, shut out for ever from the 
incessant gingling of their mammon music, 
he could again listen to the golden souwk^ of 
those God-adoring voices^ which had a hea- 
venly melody in them what ebe on earth 
could equal ?" 

How was it, 80 well-favoured in person 
and so pleasing in mind and manners as 
was Warren, Aunt Betty did not love her 
nephew ? 

For three chief reasons, viz«— because he 
was the son of his soldier-father ; because 
she hated his mother ; and because he was 
too God-fearing and conscientious ever to 
make a HiUborough Westminster* 
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Then, in addition, there were other minor 
drawbacks to a right-liking between them. 
His personal attractions were the theme of 
every tongue, his gentle and generous con- 
duct was perpetually jarring with her own ; 
the nephew was the very reverse in all 
things of the aunt ; the contrast so striking 
a« t6 be raising a smile at her expense 
wherever they went. Moreover, Betty had 
a cunning crafty varlet at her elbow, one 
named Gideon Wolff, whom she had raised 
from the streets to a post of confidence 
about her person--a shrewd unscrupulous 
villain, without a grain of principle to en- 
title him to be a hangman '; whose business 
it was, besides his othecr duties, to keep bis 
eyes and ears riways open, provide her witii 
daily information on ail matters that in- 
terested her, and constant amusement, too, 
in her hours af relaxation ; — and try as he 
would to be charitable — ^with this same 
Gideon Wolff to deal with— Warren could 
not but show, with bis open nature, that he 
had to guard against a knave. 

That he should so judge of any one in 
whom it had pleased Betty to put trust was 
not likely to escape her notice and resent*- 
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ment ; and, even if it had, it was still less 
likely that Gideon would lose such an op- 
portunity as it aflforded him of deftly turn- 
ing it to his own account. 

Going to Betty with a downcast face : — 

" I can't get him to he friends anyhow/* 
said he, disconsolately. 

" What's the matter now ?" asked Betty. 

'* He won't be sociable, do what I will." 

" Won't he ? Why not ?" 

" That's what I can't think — unless it's 
because— because his mother's a lady— and 
he's proud of it— and rich— and I'm 
m — 

" Lady — proud of that — rich ?" cried 
Betty, thumping her knee, and then burst- 
ing out into a hoarse laugh — " rich, rich ? 
Draw me a bill at sight on him or his 
mother, either,— I don't care which, ~ for 
a hundred — d'ye hear? — and see— see if 
I'll discount it." 

" He, he, he 1 Don't know how to please 
him anyhow — ^lie is so precious pious." 

Betty's brow darkened. 

It was that " precious piety *' which 
rankled with her more than anything else. 1 1 
was always bringing up Lucretia before her — 
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the quarrels they had had on that score who 
could count? — " there was no getting on, 
no doing business with such people— that 
religion uppermost always, how was the 
work to be done? — ^those sort of goods 
wouldn't do to be taking to market, 
would they?" 

" What's come to him I don't know," 
went on Gideon, " 'Tisn't every one, is it, 
has got a pretty voice for psalm-singing of 
a Sunday like he has ? Bought a lot more, 
toOy of those penny tracts with little 
pictures to 'em — ^he, he, he, — six dozen more 
of 'em only yesterday." 

" Six dozen !" cried Betty, her eyes 
flashing. ^^ Count up that do— six times 
twelve ?"— 

" Seventy-two." 

" Seventy-two pence ?" 

" Six shiUings." 

" There's waste ! Need be rich, kick 
down the money that way." 

" It's bushels nearly he buys of 'em, to 
give away." 

" He does, does he ?" 

" To any and everybody will hav.e 'em." 

" Humph !" 

VOL. II. M 
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" Has a heap of 'em lying about in his 



room now." 



" And Bibbs don't ktiow, seatch ever so, 
where to put her hand sometimes on a 
morsel to light the fires with." 

^^ He, he, he. Ought to put ia spark in 
the grate there, and in Miss Gordon's, soon, 
just to air them both a bit, oughtn^t she ?'* 

" Welcome.*' 

" He, he, he -^ so she shall then ; But 
he might be Christian^kind, «iid civil, 
and friendly-like,though his iftothe^r is a 
lady-bom, mightn't he ?" 

But Warren entering, the rising wrath 
on Betty's Ups died away in a hoarse 
Scumble; and, slipping off, up letap^ 
Gideon, three stairs at a bound, to hiis 
garret ; and, throwing himself on his bed, 
there he lay rolling and roaring with 
laughter, and kicking his heek up in the 
air, to the titne of—" what an old fool she 
must be -he, he, he-^to suck it all in at that 
rate— oh dear^ oh dear— he, he, he — what 
a precious old fool — old enough ahnosTt*^^ 
he, he, he — ^to be my grandmother I" 

Well Gideon might roar. 

But that daily experience proves what 
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old fools as well as young there are in the 
worldy of both genders, it would seem in- 
credible that a direwd, subtle, selfish, hard, 
unimpassioned woman, except when in a 
rage, like Betty Westminster, should have 
been flattered through her vanity, though 
apparentiy without a sensitive nerve in her 
body, into absolutely a tender feeling for 
such a fright of a creature, let alone his 
raw years, as was Gideon Wolff; and she 
manoeuvreing to hide ben^h bows and 
bands those merciless tell-tales, which 
though, it might be, the blindness of his 
great regard for her could not see, she saw 
herself — saw must be kept down, out of 
fflght, out of mind, would she favour the 
fond delusion ^^ of the green years still in 
store for her, the broad margin yet left 
before she need dream of taking in earnest 
to the dentist and the dye-bottle. 

What ever could have given Gideon Wolff 
grace in Betty Westmmster's eyes ? 

Simply, the same uncouth perversity of 
taste, that, seeing, would not s^ but shut 
her eyes and heart against the beauty of 
her nephew. 

Betty's tastes, in general, had ever exhi- 
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bited strange peculiarities. Of whatever 
species, all her favourites were remarkable 
for their ugliness. Her servants seemed to 
have been selected as much for their extreme 
plainness as parsimoniousness. Peggy, of 
Irish extraction, told a dolorous story of 
"herself and Patrick O'Maley, ^* who came a 
courting to her one night at Reddington 
old fair, and made her an offer, after dancing 
a reel with her, when he was tipsy, she 
supposed ; but, catching sight of her 
cleaning Andrew's door-steps next morning, 
bolted like a shot, and was never seen or 
heard of by anybody ever again." Aaron 
Bones might have taken unto himself the 
said Peggy to wife, and made a fortune, as 
the ugliest couple in all England. Jack, 
we know, was a picture ! and Tiger a beauty, 
or they never would have belonged to Betty. 
And now Gideon, her latest whim, surpassed 
all the others I ! and set the neighbours 
at their wits-end, to come at the right 
rhyme and reason of it. 

Letty Gordon was altogether a singular 
exception. She was not a beauty in any 
sense, nor had she an unpleasing feature. 
John Dorking thought her rather handsome 
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than otherwise, thought so the first moment 
he cast eyes on her. At least, so he told 
Warren, but to Betty he never opened his 
lips about it. John admired that sort of 
woman— tall and elogrnt, but-gentle, and 
mild-mannered, and with an agreeable smile 
a pd voice made him always feel in conceit 
v^ith himself when he was talking with her 
He had no particular fancy for what they' 
called pretty faces, he found them generally 
so empty, and vain, and foolish. He pre- 
ferred features, like Letty's, " in which there 
was mind, and thought, and meaning; 
regular and well favored enough to be 
agreeable, with that s\^eet, kind, comforting 
expression in them, as he called it, which 
when he saw it in company with the cozy 
drawn curtains, and bright fire, and clean 
hearth, and the kettle singing on the hob, 
set him thinking always, how happy he 
should be with just such a wife all his own, 
and enough to make both ends meet easily, 
and a little over." 

Doubtless, Betty's keen eye for her own 
comforts had seen the same sweet, engaging 
expression in Letty Gordon's face and 
manners as John had ; and, tliough better- 
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looking a good deal thar, at first 9ght| she 
quite approved of, there was that in her 
which promised so well for Betty's purposes^ 
she hardly took note of aught else; and 
tiiose ahout her knew her too well — had she 
even hrotight a Venus among them— to cast 
an admiring glance at Miss Betfy present. 

Warren agreed with John ; — " she was 
decidedly good-looking was Letty Gordon ; 
her dark grey eyes were fnll of expresave 
tenderness, and her mouth as li it could say 
nothing but what was good and kind and 
sensible ; she looked every inch of h&r the 
lady that she was ; and, he thought^ as 
far as he could judge, she was just tiie sort 
of woman a man of sense and substance 
might be proud of for a wife.'* 

This brought the colour into John's 
cheeks, and, jumping up from his seat, 
and straddling before the fire, he looked 
this way, then tiiat^ as if he wanted to say 
something, but it sback in his throat and 
silenced lum; till having lost the only fire 
minutes they could command together, he 
had just got it) whatever it was, on his lips, 
when in came Betty and Letty Grordon with 
her; and, dropping his eyes — except a 
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sliglit bow of recognition, and I^e and Letty 
seemed as much Btrangers to each other as 
though that wer& the first time they had 
ever met each other. 

This was strange coldness, appareqtly, 
between two, who, but the day before during 
Betty's absence for an hour, could scarcely 
make too much of each other's company. 
But John knew best. Well he knew, that 
had he dared,tbat day, or for many more 
after it, to have let Betty seen what was 
passing in his heart by anything his eyes 
disclosed— before that hour ne^t day, be 
might have been packed off one way, Letty 
another, and where would haye been the 
wit and wisdom of that? No, John, 
though he numbered but twenty-eight 
birthdays, was a well tutored actor on the 
stage whereon he was called to play his 
part ; and though he asked but small ap- 
plause-, at all e\'%nts he would not be kicked 
aside if he could help it. His maxim was 
Bear and Forbear;" and courageously acting 
up to it, what he bore and forbore, if he 
should ever write his history, we shall know ; 
if not, it must remain a secret in his owir 
breast— perhaps as good a place as any 
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after all, in the which to keep it. Go oa 
he would, and did, patiently and perse- 
veringly, certain of one thing "that if that 
did not hring him some day to the cozy 
dr.™ curtain^, .ndbh^gfi^ and brigM 
hearth, and smiles, brighter than all aromid 
it, nothing would. 

And, now, if any fair reader, before she 
gives John Dorking her hand, in welcome, 
desire to know what sort of a looking and 
acting person he is, which is natural 
enough, — ^if she will only have the kindness 
to go on with the story, his portrait will 
come out by and bye, large as life, which 
there is hardly convenient room for in the 
present chapter. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



BETTY CBOWNED qUEEN. 



Having got a glimpse, so far/ of the mem- 
bers of Betty's home-circle at the epoch 
under notice, we pass over about twelve 
months, trom the memorable day on which 
she left Blythe House to take up her abode 
for good and aye in the old house in Hill- 
borough. 

Something has already been said of the 
old town, and its antiquity on which it prided 
itself so greatly. The wonders told of 
it, on that score, are verv curious. The 
invaluables turned up at one time or 
another need no record here. Some may 
think it a pity there should have turned up, 
too, so many rotten old bones of contention 
among the savans and cognoscenti round 
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and about ; but the chances are, there is a 
vast deal more rhyme and reason for it than 
they wot of, though the exact school of 
architecture, perhaps, to which the grey old 
churches now belong may puzzle the wisest 
of them to make sense of. 

And apropos of the grey Old Church, 
which seems to call for an especial word or 
two here, in connection with the Hilhorough 
Westminster, famous for its monster Font 
and fine old Norman doorway, — for herein 
it is that is shown to the stranger, even at 
this day, the dark oak, high-walled West- 
minster pew, in the south aisle, from which 
for nearly two generations the wealthy 
branches of that gold-fruit bearing trunk 
were heard every Sabbath pouring out the 
homage of their gushing hearts for the pre- 
cious talents committed in such abundance 
to their charge. 

Well might Betty be proud of it, seeing 
what touching memorials greeted her when- 
ever she stood up or sat down in that high 
old pew, over which the names dearest to 
her on earth figured so conspicuously, that 
all must see thetti tis they passed that way. 
How much Betty prized those proud marble 
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monuments her own heart knew best Not 
one whit less, than all her mammon-raee 
had valued them before her. They told the 
tale she most loved to hear, and would con- 
tinue to tell it, as long as there was a church 
there standing, the sculptor's work failed 
noty nor gaping eyes and ears on earth to 
look up and read and wonder. It was 
beneath those stones they were treading on, 
that slept^ *In The Hope Of A Blessed Besur- 
rection,' all those honoured Christian names 
there recorded — whose pride and glory it 
had ever been to make Ten, and more, of 
the One Talent given them to improve. 

Good stewards 1 

Yes. And what else ? Did not Betty 
ever think of that ? 

From those, to whom much has been given, 
much will be expected P 

Oh, yes, she had thought of that^ and 
so had they. They had provided abun. 
dantly for that. Look at their returns I 
All in hard cash, look ! Ce«t per. cent ! 
Ha, ha I something like stewardship that I 
Good and profitable servants ! Might they 
not claim to enter into their joy ? 
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Yes — and Betty's eyes would rest on 
those urns and inscriptions^ and her soul 
swell within her — to think that, when her 
time came, there her own name would stand 
out, too— Elizabeth Westminster — the only 
Elizabeth of her line — ^that was, indeed, 
an inheritance to be proud of I 

'^ What, if Elizabeth Westminster had 
been deprived of that proud trust? How 
would have stood her hopes of another in- 
heritance? Very different, we suspect^, to 
what they then stood. It was as a sheet 
anchor to her, the thought of it — already 
to be in company, as it were, with the 'just 
made perfect.' Peace could not but be the 
portion of those who slept beneath such 
infallible mediators. 

Beyond its antiquity, Hillborough had 
little to boast of in an architectural point of 
view. If irregularity be picturesqueness, 
then truly Hillborough was as picturesque 
an old town as any of the Southern or Wes- 
tern countits had to boast of ; for scarcely 
were there two houses in it to be found 
alike, not even in Cow Lane, a long narrow 
street with about twenty shops on either 
side, which one would have thought the 
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builders would have found it much more 
advisable to run up after the modem style, 
to save space and material, but no such 
thing,— each house stood perfectly inde- 
pendent of its next neighbour, and, though 
there was a general uniformity of effect, 
looked at in the mass, taken singly, not two 
of them were twins, each seeming to have 
been the peculiar whim of its peculiar 
owner, determined to outvie its neighbour 
in heavy ugliness and disproportion. 

And this was just the impression made on 
nineteen strangers out of twenty. The 
natives saw nothing but beauty in it. And 
th«, i. a story gig rtiU-.'ttat when »o 
one occasion a fresh comer, having bought 
the carcase of a half-burnt down tailor's, 
built up a modem square three storied tene- 
ment in its stead, and threw out a gay bay- 
window wherein to display his goods, and 
lit it up with some fine new lamps that 
had just come into vogue, the universal dis- 
gust was so great, that a mob of mischie- 
vous young urchins collected and broke 
every pane of glass they could get at, and 
otherwise made poor Snip's life so miserable, 
that he was driven to distraction, and, get- 
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ting his purchase money back into his 
pockety bolted one night from the town and 
was never heard of more. Then, that old 
Daddy Westuunster bought the ground 
and, rebuilding the house after tiie old 
model, put his derk, James Hoxton, in it, 
and, James dying, that then Timothy 
handed it over to John Dorking, who suc- 
ceeded him. And John, merely painting 
the door green, a colour he loved, and sport- 
ing a new brass knocker, perfect harmony 
had ever after reigned in and around it — 
not a house in the whole town being more 
respected than John Dorking's, or one 
which, had danger threatened it in any 
shape, the boys would have sooner come, 
armed with stones and sticks from all quar- 
ters, to defend*— to the last drop of their 
Uttle blood." 

In a mercantile point of view, Hillborough 
at one time ranked high. Mundane muta- 
tions of one sort or another have opened 
new channels, and much of its wealth and 
credit has been drawn into them. But 
still it holds up its head among its compeers 
passing well, and makes money a-pace ; but 
with it, as with many other once famous 
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high-road trunks through which ten to 
twenty coaches used to run every day, " The 
light of other days is faded," that any one 
can, see and, short of a ndracle, will never 
come back again. 

The wealth that used to flow ^ into its 
cofiers in old Greoffiry Westminster's days, 
and before them, was immense ; a very con- 
siderable trade b^g carried on with the 
South-Westem shipping ports. Then its 
High Street presented a bold and busy 
soene, and its principal shopkeepers were 
rather large wholesale merchants, some of 
them, tiian retail dealers. In every sense, 
Hillborough was a mercantile town. It 
could maintain itself handsomely, and cared 
nothing for its want of neighbouring gentry. 
Eesides " Lowdon" and " Blythe House," 
there was not a proper Squire's residence 
round about for sevai miles. Nor could the 
builders set to work on the pretty suburban 
viUas and gothic lodges they had heaps of 
money for might a foot of land have been 
bought and a title with it, for every inch 
of it was swallowed up by two or three great 
proprietors; and, so. Sir Bradley Bellshaw 
and his Lady and amiable family had it 
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pretty well all to themselves at Lowdon, and^ 
it must be owned, considering everything^ 
" behaved themselves," as Betty said, "like 
true quality, with real blood in them." 

It followed, that there was ever the quan- 
tum $uf of mammon -pride in Hillborough. 
It prided itself on it. And not a little of 
that vulgar sort which is proud of its own 
vulgarity. Its King was its richest man. 
Its richest man a greater King than any 
monarch on his throne. 

With the Kings in plenty that have been 
crowned at Hillborough we have nothing 
now to do. Our story must confine itself 
to one crown at present— the weighty crown 
of pure gold that adorned Queen Betty's 
brows." Its weight in the pure ore w.as enor- 
mous — equal to above 800,000 sovereigns ! 

How carried Queen Betty her crown ? 

Like her ancestors had ever done before 
her— as lightly as though it only weighed an 
ounce. 

It was no feature of the Westminsters to 
make manifest the wealth they amassed. 
Ostentation formed no part of their proof 
that they were richer than their neighbours. 
To have looked at them— to have observed 
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Timothy at his door, with the sun out, or 
Betty buying bargains at Polly Quarles's, 
not a neighbour by their side but might have 
been excused for taking the wall of them. 
And they would have given it readily, and 
room for elbows, and passed on well content 
with the kerb-stone ; till, come market-day, 
came room, too, for them, if they wanted 
it. " No, others might make to spend — they 
spent to make. Ostentation was out-going ; 
and out-going, without incommg after it- 
like draining the well, till the spring was dry 
— how was that to keep them in plenty of 
water ?" 

To grow rich that way involved some 
self-sacrifices. But the Westminster soul 
was not above its station. It minded not 
bending its back, and soiling its hands, and 
be- sweating its brow,— digging out, and 
rescuing the pure ore from its dirt and 
dross. There was an absorbing pride and 
delight in it unknown to the great souls, 
v> hich, rather than stoop a bit, would ^^ do 
anything !" So, letting them-- on went the 
Westminsters, digging and scraping, and net- 
ting the anythingSy one after the other, that 
lawyer Sharpe bagged for them, till pretty 
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wen half of all Hfllboroiigh bdooged to 

And DOW Betty, <m her tfanme— what 
meaiit Bettjtodo? ^ih a crown cm her 
head, all her own, worth best part of a mfl- 
Ikm, go dig and scrape any more? 

Betty called things by their right names. 
She knew nothing about ^' digging** or 
'^ scraping." Her crown fitted her exactly. 
Everybody wished she might live to wear it 
long. She wished sou too. ''As long as 
she did live, she should do her best to be- 
come it Do her best as her ancestors had 
done before her. Could any one see a 
jewel missing in it, for the hundreds of years 
ibey had worn it ? She had to add, not to 
take from them. So, now, up John Dorking, 
or the grass will be growing, under our 
feet> John, while we are talking." 
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CHAPTER XV. 



" CRIPPLE." 



Betty Westminster's twelvemonth's reign 
had seated her firmly on her throne^ and 
she hesitated not to avail herself of such 
reasonahle pastimes, to divert her, as her 
devoted subjects pleased to offer. 

It was now the time of Michaelmas 
tattle-fair. Queen Betty was sitting after 
dinner over a plate of hedge-nuts and a 
glass of gooseberry wine, talking pleasantly 
with John Dorking, her head manager, of 
some satisfactory sales of com he had 
effected, with a dullish market, the day 
before, while Warren and Letty Grordon 
and Gideon Wolff picked, and chatted away 
about the fair, and the gipsies, and other 
passing matters ; — when up struck a street- 
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organ with a favourite old air of Gideon's, 
and, running to the window :— 

" He, he, he^*' he giggled, clapping his 
hands, " pretty creature !"— which drawing 
Betty after him, a loud laugh fi om the royal 
lungs made them all start to their feet and 
hasten to join in it as in duty hound ; but 
they had scarcely done so, when came a cry 
of pain loud over aU, followed by another 
still louder of rage and grief from the poor 
Italian, who, having tumbled his organ down 
on the pavement, was hugging to his breast 
and bewailing and bemoaning over a large 
monkey in his arms, which he kept kissing 
and caressing over with the love and fond- 
ness of a parent. 

It was a great, gloomy-looking creature 
of the baboon species; and, not being 
sufficiently nimble to get out of the gutter 
in time, a tax-cart goijig rapidly along had 
run over one of its paws, and nearly smashed 
it, which now it held up, shivering all over, 
to its master's pitying gaze, with a face and 
appeal might have been a study for a 
Landseer. 

" Chuck him out a penny somebody, ' 
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said Betty, leaning a hand on Gideon's 
shoulder. 

Warren ran out, and, dropping something 
into the poor fellow's hand, returned with 
the facts of it ; then went back again and 
mixed with the crowd that was now fast 
collecting round him, 

" Pretty creature 1" repeated Gideon. 

" Got his poor paw broken, has he ?" 
sympathized Betty, getting more interested 
as she saw the people flocking from all 
quarters. " Maybe it's not broken, only 
put out a bit, Gideon ?" 

Off slipped Gideon, at the hint, to see. 

" Poor thmg !" exclaimed Letty. " The 
tears are rolling down his cheeks with the 
pam. 

" So they are," echoed John. 

The Italian kissed the upraised forehead 
again and again. 

" If that's not genuine love, I don't know 
what is," cried John. 

" It's beautiful !" agreed Letty. 

" Gideon came running back :— •" It's 
smashed — ^he, he, he." 

John thought he could have smashed him 
at the moment. 
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" There's a job for tfaem !" cried Betty ; 
" and their bread to get ?" 

" Now, look, don't you see the tears ?" 
said Letiy, sideway to John. 

" Rollmg down his face, yes. They're 
as sensible as Cfaristians those monkeys, and 
a deal more feeling than some of them." 

'' He, he, he.'^ 

^^ He's a beauty, that's true," said Betty, 
winking. ^ I would'nt mind a pound for 
the fellow to him." 

" Wouldn't you ?" laij^faed Letty, leaning 
forward over John's arm, to get a nearer view. 

" I wonder if he'd sell him ?" smiled 
John, putting his thumb and fore-finger 
into his waistcoat pocket. 

Betty burst out laughing. ^^ Go, ask, 
Gideon. No much harm done if he won't. 
Like enough he knows where to get another, 
sound o' both limbs ? Where's Gideon ?" 

Gone before Betty had well opened 
her mouth again, after dropping about the 
pound, was Gideon, like a shot, straight to 
the mark :— -and, edging his way through 
the crowd, he whispered in the Italian's ear 
something that made him, first, open wide 
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his lai^ black lustrous eyes, then sting his 

closer to his heart, move away up street 
with Gideon at his side ; till, lost to view, 
down sat Betty again and Letty and John, 
to finish their nuts and wine— Betty hardly 
able to contain herself at the fan of Gideon 
" going marketting for monkeys/' 

Letty was not at all afraid of the little, 
nimble, skip-about kind, they were so 
amusing ; *^ though," she believed, " they 
could be mischevious sometimes, if put out, 
as well as merry. The large, long-limbed 
sort, like that in the street, were ugly cus- 
tomers to offend, she had been told, and 
their strength prodigious I" 

'* That's true," said John ; " and puts 
me in mind of a Story my mother used to 
tell me and my brother Felix of a favourite 
monkey belonging to a friend of hers that 
&tie\j repaid thetti ^1 for their cakes and 
kisses." 
Betty looked at her watch : — 
^' Shewed his teeth, the ungrateful, 
did he ?" 

Thus encouraged : — " It was at Thrup- 
pington," began John, "just before my 
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father took to the Pincotte Farm that hap- 
pened what I am going to tell you. And 
it's true every word of it, or my mother 
wouldn't have said so, that I'm sure of. 
About the same time that they went to 
Pincotte, Admiral Hawley came to live at 
the Park-House, about half a mile out of 
the village on the old Bath and Bristol 
road, with his wife and two daughters. Miss 
Annie and Miss Blanche. He had a son 
out in India, Captain Markham Hawley, 
who used to send them home beautiful 
presents of shawls, and parrots, and 
cockatoos, and ivory work-boxes, and chess- 
men, and curry-powder, and elephant's 
teeth. There was no end to the beautiful 
things he used to send them. 

^^ And one day came a monkey, a rare sort, 
for the old admiral to add to his collection. 
Wild birds and animals were his hobby. 
He had a little menagerie of them out in a 
place in the courtyard built up on purpose. 
But soon Mungo, as they called him, got so 
tame and tractable that they could do any- 
thing almost with him, and let him run 
about over the house like a dog. 

Miss Blanche had no taste for wild 
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animals, they frightened and disgusted her 
even to look at them in their cages. There 
was no sympathy between them. Let them 
loose, and either they would tear her down, 
or run scared away from her the next 
moment ; feed and be kind to them as she 
would, they seemed only to grin at, and fawn 
on her, she said, for what they could get to 
eat, and then she had to take care of her 
fingers, for fear they should be torn or 
bitten off for her benevolence. But Annie 
loved them as much as her father did ; and 
so was appointed his head keeper, and 
nobody was ever afterwards to feed Mungo 
but herself or him. 

" It was the best bit of fun in the world to 
see them. Mungo got to mind her so well, 
no one in the house could manage him like 
Miss Annie. He would follow her about 
wherever she went, playing, and skipping, 
and jumping, and tumbling head over 
heels, and chasing the cat from room to 
room, to amuse her ; and then, if he offended 
her, sit down, and put his hands to his eyes, 
and cry like a child ; till, re-admitted into 
favour, off he would go afresh round the 
room, wild with joy, and up on the sofas, 
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and over the chairs and tables ; then, squat- 
ting down at her feet, look into her face, 
and ask if she happened to have such a 
thing as a nut about her to give him ? And 
if not, pull such a long phiz that set them 
roaring, which offending him greatly, he 
would go and sulk a bit in a comer, till, 
nobody seeming to care a button about it, 
up he would sidle to her again, and, begging 
pardon, get his nuts ; and, at a waive of the 
hand, skip away to the shrubberies to crack 
and enjoy them at his leisure, and dispose 
of the shells, too, take care of that, in a 
neat and tidy manner. 

" By and bye Captain Hawley came hoili^ 
for a holiday, and brought a handsome 
young brother officer with him to Pincette. 
Miss Blanche had an eye for somebody 
else j so Annie might monopolize him all to 
herself, she was not jealous a bit. They 
fell in love with each other at firet sight did 
Miss Annie and Captain Crockford; and 
the captain, doting on wild beasts, got the 
Admiral's consent in no time, and they 
were to go out to India together, that 
was soon settled, man and wife. 

* Love me, love my dog' — ^Mungo must 
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open his heart — Harry Crockford must go 
shares. No — that was not in the bargain— 
Mungo begged to be excused. 

" No excuse could be taken — Mungo 
must 

" Mungo wouldn't— wouldn't at any price. 

'' U% should I 

" He'd see about that would Mungo." 

^* No — alltheCaptain could do^he wouldn't 
be friends ; coax and caress him ever so, iti 
was of no use ; Mungo had taken a dislike 
to him from the first moment he put his 
foot in the houAe, smA was determined not 
to come to terms. 

^^ He had grown so since he landed at 
Southampton, that Noel Hawley hardly 
knew him again ; and was now getting so 
big and saucy and audacious, that twenty 
times the Admiral, but for Annie's entreaties, 
would have banished him altogether to his 
estate in the court-yard, and there kept him 
out of further mischief ; but, somehow, the 
sentence was deferred from day to day, and 
Mr. Mimgo still had the range as usual, 
and followed after Miss Annie, though less 
cheerfully, and at a greater distance, than he 
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used to do, before the Captain came down 
and put his nose out of joint 

" Once or twice Annie got very wrath at 
his rude conduct when the Captain wanted 
to shake hands, and gave him a little slap 
for it. Whereupon, running crying into a 
corner, he set up such a chaffing and chat- 
tering and showing of his great white teeth, 
as Harry Crockford, snatching up the tongs 
for fun, kept snapping them in his face to 
try and bring him out again, that it was as 
much as Annie could do to keep peace 
between them ; and then, not till she had 
driven him out of the room would he be 
pacified, and promise to forgive and forget 
it all, if he could, and sulk no more. 

" The truth is, Mungo was jealous^ an 
the Captain teased him for it. 

" However, he dropped the tongs, and they 
went on pretty sociably together; though 
any one could see, Mungo only wanted a 
chance at any moment to show his great 
teeth again. 

" The captain had other fish to fry than 
quarreUing with him. He bore no malice. 
^He should have a satin favour, that he 
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promised him, as big as the crown of his 
hat, pinned to his breast the day they were 
married, and, if he behaved himself, a slice 
of the wedding-cake. 

" In due course came off the happy day. 
Everybody and everything were happy as 
happy could be I but poor Mungo ; though 
with her owli fair hands Annie dressed him 
for the occasion, and fastened the promised 
monster favour by a broad white silk sash 
to his breast, which ought to have delighted 
him. 

" He stood stock-still to let her do it. But 
the words were hardly out of her mouth : — 
* There isn't that charming V when indig- 
nantly tearing it all off, he rended it in 
pieces with his teeth, and scattering them 
at her feet, planted himself against the wall 
in an attitude of fierce defiance, enough to 
say to the Captain —^ You dare to touch mc 
at your peril.' 

'* The graceless brute 1 — the ingrate !'' 
cried Harry Crockford, snatching up the 
tongs. 

" No, don't," interceded Annie. " Poor 
fello v ! it's only a little jealousy, that's all. 
He thinks you're going to take away his 
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mistress from him. Stay — I'll run and get 
another in a moment f — and^ left alone, 
the Captain laid down the tongs, and took 
a look at himself in the glass. 

^^ His whiskers wanted the comh through 
them ; hut scarcely had he drawn it from 
his pocket, when, with a sudden spring, 
Mungo leaped on his shoulders, and, quick 
as thought^ hefore he could raise his arm to 
drag him off, fixed his fore-paws deep into 
his forehead, and, swaying himself back by 
the hold he had got with his hind-legs, tore 
away till he had literally scalped him, just 
as Annie, with the new favour in her hand, 
re-entered the room ; and, leaping to the 
floor, ran off, jabbering, at the top of his 
speed, to hide himself till the storm had 
blown over." 

" They never let him escape so, did they ?" 
exclaimed Letty, tummg pale. 

" No, certainly not. The old Admiral 
was in a terrible way about it ! and had him 
tracked, and shot, and buried before night- 
fall." 

"And the Captain?" 

" Yes, a pretty figure for a bridegroom ! 
It nearly cost him his life. He was always 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 271 

a little hotnheaded, and once they thought 
he never would have got over it. But he 
did, and went out to India again. Never 
to return though ; for, out shooting one day, 
he got a stroke of the sun, and was a dead 
man hy the next morning — and — '' 

" Shouldn't have teased him with the 
tongs, then," said Betty, impatiently, push- 
ing the plate of nut-shells from her. '* Won 
der what keeps Gideon so long ?" 

Letty glanced anxiously towards the 
street, as quick footsteps approached the 
door ; and, jumping up :— " Here he is,' 
she cried ; ^^ and the monkey with him, as 
1 live !" 

" Got him, m warrant, then," chuckled 
Betty, " see if he hasn't, for three crowns 
and a shilling ;" and, throwing wide the 
door, in came Gideon, grinning for joy, with 
his prize in his arms, and, tenderly sup- 
porting the poor miasbed paw, bandaged up 
in his handkerchief; when laying him in 
Betty's spread-out lap, he knelt down and 
covered him with kisses as though he had 
been his brother. 

Betty's delight knew no bounds ! ^' And 
got him for " 
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Gideon held up five fingers thrice — " he, 
he, he." 

" The beauty I" cried Betty, strokmg his 
head and neck. 

'* He's worth two guineas of anybody's 
money," said John, regarding him with the 
eye of Exeter Change. 

" Offer me five, and see if I'll take it," 
John." 

" He, he, he." 

" What's his name to be, Gideon,?" — 
giving him as carefully back into his arms 
as if he were a new-born infant. 

*' Cripple— he, he, he." 

" Cripple !" and Betty laughed, too, till 
she shook her sides; which setting John 
off, and Letty, after him, there was a re- 
gular chorus between them — Cripple himself 
being the only one present not incHned to 
join in just then. 

" May be, mayn't it, his poor toes'll come 
round again ?" wont on Betty, bursting out 
afresh ; — " then how, Gideon?" 

" He, he, he— how then — he, he, he — 
then how — go it ye cripples !" — and, con- 
vulsed one and all of them, poor monkey 
might well look bewildered, and, hanging 
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his head for shame, wonder what sort of 
company his misfortunes had brought him 
into. 

" Better go now, and make him up a bed 
a-loft," said Betty, addressing Letty. " And 
tell Bibbs to give you a bit of goose-grease 
to do his paw with. And John, if you're 
passing by Simon Rogers's, you can buy 
him a penn'orth of cocoa-nut, can't you? 
And niind" — turning to Letty — " P^ggy 
takes in a happ orth of milk night and 
morning. He's hungry, now, I shouldn't 
wonder. Where's Warren? He might 
step round, mightn't he, to Crispin's, and 
bring him a sweet cake or two? When 
poor old toes get well, must teach him to 
dance a hornpipe, mustn't we, Gideon ?" 

" He, he, he— yes, won't we — he, he, he ;" 
and following Letty up stairs — '' There's a 
nice corner, Miss, in the closet next mine, 
for his poor old toes, isn't there ? We'll put 
him in an old blanket, or a bit of hay, just 
for to night anyhow. And to-morrow, be 
have himself, and I'll build him a house, 
you'll see, the beauty I and furnish it splendid 
from top to bottom. Bless him — bless 
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his ifitelligent, handsome old mug-^he^ be, 
he !" 

How Gideon had marketted for his 
monkey with the Savoyard, he kept to him- 
self. Betty was evidentiy well satisfied— that 
was enough. Some one in the fair told 
Warren, ^^ that the man held out for a long 
while before he would hear of such a thing 
as parting with him at all ; and then was 
only brought to do it by the poor beast sud- 
denly falling at his feet with a moan, as if 
he were going to die, just as Gideon was re- 
turning him to his arms; when, no doubt 
fearing it was all over with him, he thought 
he had better close the bargain before it was 
too late." 

It soon got wind, and the town was pre- 
sently all a*stir with the news : — 

'Betty Westminster had bought the 
Italian s monkey that had been run over by 
the cart' 

In less l^n hour it reached Lowdon 
House ; and, but that Sir Bradley was out, 
Lady Bellshaw would have insisted on her 
haviz^ th^ hordes put to at once, and taking 
her to leave cards of enquiry, &c., a compli- 



BETTY WESTMINSTEB. 275 

mentary attention wbick they weU knew 
would be highly gratifying As it was, 
there was bo help for it^ and her Ladyship 
was obliged to content herself with sending 
a footman, " with her best love, and what 
delight it had given them to hear of such 
humane and generous conduct to the poor 
Italian ; and bow long it would seem till 
the next d^y when they promised themselves 
the gratification of being presented to Mr. 
Mr Cripple in dew form." 

Betty read the note with dancing eyes ; 
and passing it round, as thev sat at tea, 
when it came to Gideon -whether it was 
that a drop went the wrong way, or some- 
thing tickled his fancy at the moment in 
John Dorking's face, to set him off " he, he, 
being' in that very rude and boisterous 
manner, nobody knows; but for once he 
had missed Ms mark-^Betty's brow darkened, 
and, stamping her foot, she glanced angrily 
round her to see if there was a smile on any 
otherftice. AQ stood the test unmoved ; when 
burying his cheeks in his^ hands, Gideon 
pushed hi6 chair from behind him, and, 
suppressing by a strong effort the rising 
explosion with which he was bursting, gave 
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a deep moan of contrition for his misbe- 
haviour, and rushed headlong to his garret 

Gone, Betty's wrath cooled instantly. 
The cloud left the brow, but an unhappy 
expression took its place ; and, though she 
talked on about* the day's doings as usual, 
is was evident she was thinking of some- 
thing else— in short, that her thoughts were 
up stairs ; and, so, taking a candle, Letty 
proposed "they should go and see how Cripple 
was getting on, and if he would want any 
thing more before they wished him good 
night." 

Betty brightened, and, bidding them all 
follow her to the sick-bed, Gideon, hearing 
them coming up, met them on the landing 
with a face of such deep dejection, it went 
straight home to her heart in a moment. A 
glance sufficed — he saw he was forgiven ;— 
and leading the way to the closet — Letty de- 
clared, /^ it looked so snug and comfoi^ table, 
she could sleep there sound as* atop herself;" 
but she gave a little shudder as she said it, 
made John quite start. 

John " hoped and trusted he might 
never have a worse berth.'' 

Warren " would help to-morrow, if 
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Gideon liked, to fit him up a snug place 
complete ?" 

" Would he now ? Hqw kind !" 

Betty smiled her many thanks. 

John produced a cocoa-nut, cut in half, 
from his coat pocket. 

Warren a hag of rocks and queen-cakes. 

Letty had annointed the paw well with 
the goose-grease. 

Up came Bibhs and Peggy with a bran 
poultice, and a nice warm mess of bread 
and milk. 

But alas 1 Cripple was sick, and sad, and 
hung his head, so that none could comfort 
him. 

^' May be, he's thinking of his old mas- 
ter ?" said Letty. 

" That's it," agreed Warren. " Home 
sweet home 1" 

Betty winked. — "Might go further and 
fare worse than where he is." 

^* That's true," assented John Dorking. 
*^ And so he'll think himself before a week's 
over, I'll warrant." 

" Warren offered him a cake, but still he 
would not. He closed his eyes, enough to 
say — * pray leave me to my own reflections.' " 
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** Fetch Christopher Griggs," said Betty, 
^^ It's the paw smarts. Not unHkely the 
goose-grease draws too ixnieh." 

Bibhs went off for the doctor. 

He looked in: as supper wus coming on, 
took a mouthful to be friendly, and then 
went up and examined how the case stood. 

^^ Nothing much amiss Y* asked Betty, 
at tbe stair foot. 

Christopher snapped his finger and thumb. 

" A glass of wine ?" 

« No, thank you." 

^^ Get about again soon ?*' 

" Well as ever ia a fortnight." 

"Take half a glass?" 

" Not a drop to-mght :"-— and ordering a 
dressing which Bibbs could make herself, 
and a powder they had got some d in the 
physic box up stairs^ Griggs shook hands, 
and must hurry off to Lowdon House. 

Betty's eyes fc^owed him io the door. 

He turned as he got the knob in his grasp, 
and saw them beaming on him. 

" On one condition mind— ^if I set him up 
on his le^ again ?" 

" Terms no object," laughed Betty. 

" On one condition alone, mind — " 
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" He, he, he." 

** It's to be cash down— when I send in 
the bill ?— Good night/' 

" He, he, he." 

*' Yes," smiled Betty to herself; "and 
make a good cure of it, and quick, Chris- 
topher— and, may be, I'll put you, too, Chris- 
topher, upon your l^gs one of these days, 
come good luck, and I can afford it." 

And said Griggs to himself going home : 
— " The nasty ugly brute I Pah ! And I a 
member of the Royal College of Surgeons ? 
Confound that giggling workhouse brat \ 
He*U chisel us all out of every shilling, if 
we don't look sharp — ^plague seize 'him !' 



CHAPTER XVL 



KIND ENQUIRIES. 



If any elegant reader of this little domestic 
drama be inclined to dispute Betty West- 
minster's title to refined taste in the selec- 
tion of her favourites, he or she will be 
pleased to bear in mind two things, — first, 
that nature formed and fashioned her, not 
we, — second, that tastes differ, and, being 
rich, she was not one whit more vulgar, 
come to that, than wealth ever was, and 
ever will be, in such hands, all the world 
over. 

Vulgarity has many stamps, many more 
than Mr. and Mrs. Perfect, of Perfect 
House, take into their account. Betty 
Westminster's peculiarities, by that name, 
my dear Mr. and Mrs. Perfect, were finest 
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taste, believe it, to sundry little eccentri- 
cities might be pointed out in your daily 
domestic lives at Perfect House, any day of 
the year. Yet, you will chuck Betty from 
you indignantly into a corner, as a low 
thing, very likely, and won't endure her. 

" Let us look out in Johnson for the 
word vulgarity. What says he ?" 

" Vulgarity, s. — Meanness ; state of the 
lowest people." 

" Ah ! now beware, or you will deceive 
yourselves. * State of the lowest people.' 
Very true. You are of the highest, say 
you ; — erffOf you cannot be vulgar." 

" But you may be mean, although not ab- 
solutely gross. If so — pardon — you are 
vulgar, very vulgar, vulgarer than Betty a 
great deal, bom and bred to it." 

Tastes do exhibit certamly strange lean- 
ings. The ugliest creatures of all kinds 
found most favour in Betty's sight. She 
would go miles to see a monster. At fair- 
times came her grand treat among the wild 
beast shows. And there, with Gideon at 
her side, she would lounge away hours, that 
at any other time were worth their weight 
in gold to her, before the dens and cages of 
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the bears, and wolves^ and apes, and bisons> 
and hyenas, and jackalls, and polecats, and 
monkey-tribe, and all the most hideous and 
venemous birds and r^tiles they could show 
her ; but take her to the beautiful giraffs, 
or gazelles, or antelopes, or feathered speci- 
mens of rarest song and richest plumage, 
and she would pass on with a pish! and 
throw bits of cake to the growling bull-dog 
was showing his savage teeth at her. 

Friend Cripple, therefore, stood a fair 
chance for of all the ill-favoured specimens 
of his particularly ill favoured species, he 
unquestionably was the most so. Some may 
have a fancy to see his portrait— -«o here it 
is. — His body, perceive, unusually long for 
its bulk, is covered with a rougb, reddish, 
cocoa-nut fibre looking coat. He has not 
near done growing yet, and, to judge by 
the length and weight of the limbs, he 
promises to be a formidable creature some 
day. Though fiery-red his eyes, and over- 
shadowed by those shaggy, lowering^ eye- 
brows, above which, you see, all is smooth 
to the frontal as oiled leather, be kind and 
gentle to him, and he can repay you with a 
smile as well as others ; but he has known 
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little but kicks and cu£Ps since he was 
f^eaned, and that is why he looks so glum 
and suspicious when you put out your fist to 
shake hands with him. Throw him a sweet 
apple or nut, and you will see that he bears 
you no malice. All the same, I should not 
like to oficnd him myself, for he has a fine 
sense of injury has Cripple, yes, and of 
what is due to himself, and a very retentive 
memory for stem facts. There, see, how 
benevolent he can be in a moment. 

Stop a little— step aside behind here^— 
don't let him think we are watching him. 
Now observe — glum and gloomy again at 
ever. Yes — I can't say I admire his coun- 
tenance. There is a villainously perfidious 
expression in it at times by no means agree* 
able. Best keep him at arms length. To 
be in the gripe of that jaw or those two 
paws would be no joke, I can tell you. 
Safest by far to keep at a respectful dis* 
tance. When he extends them playfully to- 
wards you, you can gracefully acknowledge, 
of course, their friendly intentions. Wound 
the feelings of none. There is a way to be 
loved by a bear, without exchanging hugs. 
You have your doubts of his sincerity ? So 
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have I. Greet him well. Live in harmony 
with all, if you can. One don't look for a 
bosom friend in every hand stretched out to 
you. Best not test the affections of the 
truest and staunchest too far. Ah I now 
see, he smiles again, and shows his great 
white fangs from ear to ear. He does it to 
win you. You shudder. Come along, then 
—don't let him see it — that sort of temper 
broods over an affront — and bides its time 
for vengeance. 

Company coming. Bibbs lighted a fire in 
the large front parlour, or, drawing-room, 
properly speaking ; and, about three o'clock, 
up dashed Sir Bradley Bellshaw's splendid 
pair of greys. Immediately after came the 
Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Plover; followed pre- 
sently by Archibald Sharpe; and Christopher 
Griggs, and one, Josiah Till, a mercer and 
wool-stapler of substance and repute in 
River Street, who, keeping a lumping ba- 
lance opposite his name at the " Old Bank" 
over the way, was a priviledged person al- 
ways at Betty's, as he used to be with 
brother Timothy ; but, all the same, though 
fifty thousand would not have bought him 
up, and he had tw ice been made Mayor, a 
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humbler going individual was not to be 
found in Hillborough ; though some folks 
did say, "for all his humility Josiah could 
be as sharp and saucy as any one." 

The Rev. Blandon Plover was a good sort 
of ordinary minded routinest enough in the 
main. He would have been none the worse 
had he thought better of the world than he 
did. He feared it too much, for he knew it 
too little. Under every flower in his path 
there always seemed to be lurking something 
to step aside for and guard against His 
countenance was grave, almost gloomy, his 
voice sonorous, but hollow ; and you made 
sure, when he ascended the pulpit, he would 
set you yawning a little, to get, just for a 
change, from the horrors of hell, to the joys, 
for once, of heaven. But no doubt he meant 
well. Small things pleased him best. The 
women of his flock cared most for him ; and 
he liked th^m a great deal more than the 
men. Men, at any time, he fought shy of, 
for he felt to want influence with them. All 
he did was mechanical. There was no nature 
in him, so he steered clear of its sins of 
emotion. He was a little sly, too, they said, 
and curious, and suspicious, and could be 
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resentful, put him out In society he never 
Has quite at his ease. Though he seemed 
to throw open his arms wide enough, you 
could never get at his heart. Looking more 
to the lett^ than to the spirit and purpose of 
things, he was too intent on the fringes ever 
to go to the foundations. His mistake was, 
the certain character he thought he had to 
support His great Master enjoined none 
such. In short, the Bev. Blandon Plover, 
too straight-laced, and stuck-up, and shut- 
up even for a saint on earth, with all his 
expedieudes, was not a happy man. It is 
not the province of this story to enquire 
why; but some of his friends inclined to 
believe, that had he taken the world as he 
found it, not been so afraid of it, thought 
better of it, and somewhat less of his own 
skin — ^it would have thought better of him ; 
and, so, useing and enjoying it as he ought ; 
he would have led a much happier life, and 
no less been a good and useful servant in 
the vineyard of his master. 

Mrs. Plover, tall, handsome, haughty, and 
opiniated, bore an ^' irreproachable cha- 
racter I" but she would have made a better 
anybody's wife almost than a country clergy- 
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man's. It must have been a severe tax on 
her, at first, that compulsory smiling ser- 
vice. Her mouth was not at all pursed up 
into anything like that studiedly amiable 
company shape before she became Mrs. 
Blandon Plover, but by constant pursing 
it got at last into such an unnatural screw, 
that her own mother would have scarcelv 
known it twelve months after. She indem- 
nified herself for it, when alone, they said, 
and then, in truth, was she handsomest a 
great deal. It was a great mistake making 
Florence Malcome a pastor's wife. 

Oh, it is a sacred, beautiful, and blessed 
office that of the pastor's wife — such a 
pastor's wife as we feel, if we were pastor, 
we would choose for our own, to help us on 
in our ministry, and share our crown of 

joy? 

We saw Florence Plover once, magnifi- 
cently attired, and with haughty air, enter a 
labourer's cottage ; we watched her sharply 
eye the broken rush-bottomed chair be- 
fore she sat down on it ; we listened to the 
mother's sad tale of her sick girl up above, 
and to the pastor wife's mechanical replies ; 
we followed them up the ricketty ladder 
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they called stairs into the sick-room ; again 
we noted the want of a fit seat for such a 
costly sUk; we saw the poor girl's cheek 
turn pale as death ; we saw her timidly, 
stretch forth her hand, but draw it back 
again confused— <;onfused, as she caught her 
mother's reproving eye on her, that she had 
taken such a liberty. We heard Florence 
get through what she called a prayer ; we 
stopped the whole scene out, till, in the 
open air again, Florence Plover re-adjusted 
her sumptuous skirt, and drew a deep 
fresh breath. It was a solemn farce, from 
first to last, that play of the pastor's wife 
in the poor man's cottage, and brought to 
mind other scenes, other plays of the kind 
we had been to in our day, and sat out with 
glad and gushing heart; in which the 
piistor's wife— God ever bless such — played 
her part in a manner, we felt at the time, 
Heaven itself might have smiled on, and 
angels clapped their hands at. 

But Florence Plover is not going to play 
any part much in this story, whatever she 
may do in another ; so, little more need be 
said about her here, than that, dressed to 
perfection, and in a good temper. Lady 
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Bellshaw gave quite a start as she ran up 
to Betty, all smiles, and filled the room with 
her tnille fleurs. 

The levee was at its height. 

Sir Bradley was inconsolable, that the 
presentation to Commodore Cripple, as h 
called him, was postponed for a few days. 
But the doctor's orders were imperative. 
— " Absolute rest and quiet were indispen- 
sable ; none but his immediate staff must 
have access to him for, at least, a week to 
come." 

^^ May I step up, and have just one peep, 
without disturbing him ?" he asked Chris* 
topher Griggs 

Griggs looked at Betty. 

" Just on©— that won't hurt," nodded 
Betty ; and off they went together. 

^^ If he's asleep, and they wake him, I'll 
never forgive them," said Lady Bellshaw. 

" He, he, he— what a job that'll be ?" 

Florence Plover stared at the giggler ; 
and thought to herself, '* she could have said 
something a deal more cutting than that, 
if she had dared." 

. Mr. Plover smiled gravely, and, casting 
his eyes on the ground, muttered something 

VOL. II. o 
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about—" must forgive and forget/* and 
relapsed into one of his usual musing-fits. 

"Well,^' cried Sir Bradley, returning 
arm in arm with Griggs, " Tve been in the 
West Indies, and seen something of the 
race, but never clapped eyes, and that's a 
fact, on a more splendid fellow than he is !^' 

There was a general flutter. 

" How I long for a look !" cried Lady 
Bellshaw. 

" He, he, he V' 

*• Like all other nasty ugly brutes of his 
kind, isn't he?*' whispered Florence to 
Warren, with a sne^r. 

" Only uglier," returned Warren, under 
his breath. 

"What I admire so,'* observed Sir 
Bradley, addressing Belty, ^^ is the particu*- 
larly pleasant and intelligent expression of 
his- countenance. You so seldom get it 
combined in that species.** 

"He, he, her 

" When he lays his head down sideways 
and looks beseechingly up, there really is a 
look quite human in it," admitted Griggs. 

" He, he, he !" 
- " Why shouldn't monkeys have human 
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sort of hearts, as well as hands, and feet, 
some of them, and faces, and understand* 
ings?'' Jonah TiU would like to know ?'' 

Mr. Plover here looked up with a per^ 
turbed faoe, and coughed huskily. But 
Josiah was well to do in the world; and 
being a non-conformist at heart, was not 
going to be coughed down by Mr. Plover, 
and repeated his question. 

'^ They have hearts, and kind, and tender 
ones, only treat them kindly,'' said John 
Dorking. 

"Hearts? Yc«," echoed Letty. "Look 
at his love for his master, as his head lay on 
his riioulder yesterday.'' 

^ I wonder if they really are what some 
say — fallen creatures ?" questioned Josiah. 

Warren burst out laughing. 

Betty shot a sharp glance at Hm, and 
looked sternly round her for a moment. 

" What is he allowed to eat ?" enquired 

Sir Bradley, turning to Gri^s. 
" Anything, Hght and nomishing." 

" He, he, he !" 

" Too much cocoa-nut isn't good, I can 

tell you, out of their native woods." 

So Lady Bellshaw had always heardy. 
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*^It puts them in mind of being pelted, 
don^t it, and makes them quarrelsome. ?" 

'* Don't they love sweet milk, eh ?" quoth 
Archibald Sharpe, winking at Warren. 

^' You should have seen him make short 
work of a pint, with the cream on, I gave 
him this morning," smiled Warren. 

^^ Bless him ! then his appetite's pretty 
good," said Archibald. 

^^ Asses milk's not bad for him, is it ?'* 
enquired Florence; and, turning to Lady 
Bellshaw— " Carle's donkey's in full tide now, 
dear, isn't she ?" 
" He, he, he !" 

Betty gave way at this, and there was a 
simultaneous roar. 

Nothmg daunted :— « A ratifiacake or 
two won't hurt him I know,'* said her 
Ladyship, drawing a little paper bag of 
them from her pocket. 
Griggs shook his head. 
*^JHe, he, her 

** May be, one or two wouldn't do him any 
harm," said Betty, " would they, Chris- 
topher?" 

. " Well, one or two, perhaps not, when 
the fever's abated." 
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" It's wonderful the grace they feed them- 
selves with," remarked John. " 1 gave him 
an orange last night, and no lady in the 
land hut might have taken a lesson/' 

" Well, he treated you better than he did 
mo," laughed Warren; " I gave him a 
macaroon and he threw it in my face/' 

Betty held her sides, convulsed. 

" He, he, he, he, he, I" 

" They want keeping warm, don't they ?' ' 
asked Josiah. 

" Yes. I lost a fine Baboon once myoelf," 
replied Sir Bradley. — " It was that exces- 
sively severe winter about four years back, 
when all the laurels were cut off-^lost him 
one night with the cold shivers." 

Lady Bellshaw remembered it well, and 
gave a shudder herself at the thought. 
- " What an affliction !" muttered Florence. 

" Because," proceeded Josiah, " I was 
going to say, I ^ave some nice warm scarlet 
flannel just down for cloaks, would make 
him a comfortable winter wrap, when the 
frosts set in." 

" How nice I*' cried Betty. 

That put Mr. Plover in mind : — " Had 
he, Josiah, taken the right order yet for 
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the new school doaks they were talking of ?'' 

" Yes, yes,'* snapped up Fk)renGe. " Tve 
seen to that — iVe settled about them long 
ago. 

" Then, we'll be saying good bye now," 
smiled Sir £ra<9ley^ squeezing hands, and 
obtaining leare to drop in. again as they 
passed next day ; — whereupon the levee 
broke up — ^Mr. Plover Imgeeing a minute 
behind, to say a word touching the Further 
subscription Betty had promised him for tibe 
new school* 

" SbaU I gifve it you now ?" 

^* No-^that^s not what I was going to 
say. Yon have done quite enough this 
year for us in all conscienca They are get- 
ting into famous working order. We have 
your heartr^-your heart with usy we know 
•that; that's any time aa good as carte- 
blanche at your bonkers; when we're in 
need we know very well wh^^ to come to, 
trust us : — ^no^what we want noW| is your 
opinion aa to the quantity of stuff there 
o^ht to be in each of the gbl's winter 
cloaks. It's fodish, but weVe had quite a 
little tiff about it I may be wrong, may 
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cut it too close perhaps. Florie says they 
must have a yard aud a quarter for each ; 
I fancied a yard and two nails, or two 
nails and a half, would be amp leJ' 

^^ Ask Bibbs/' said Bettys hurrying after 
iGrideon, who, with a mess of something in 
bis hand, had popped his head into the 
room, and was now ^ he, he, being' it up 
stairs 9s fast as his legs would carry him ; 
<' she'll tell you to a quarter x>f a nail, I'll be 
bound for it" 

^^ Humph !" and, taking his hat, Mr. 
Plover made straight for'tibie door; when, 
seeing Mrs. Plover going up the street, he 
thought for a moment ; and, turning on his 
heel, w^ked leisurely down it, muttmng to 
himself something about— ^^ that's just how 
itis^that's all I get for my trouble;" 
and resolving not to interfere any more, 
but let Florence have her own way in every- 
thing,he made a very wise resolution, and 
went and dined at Lowdon . 

Next day the fiery pair of greys were 
pawing the ground and champing their, bits 
agaiu at Betty's door. 

Commodore Cripple wa^ so much better 
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that Griggs thought a little company, not 
to over fatigue him, would do him good. 

Lady Bellshaw had no words to express 
her admiration and delight! She never 
saw such an expression in a monkey's face 
before. He only wanted the power of 
speech. She had brought him a bottle of 
Eau de Cologne, to bathe his foot with." 

Griggs ^^ had his doubts about it just yet." 

« He, he, he." 

" Might come m nicely, mightn't it ?" 
said Betty, taking a sniff, as Sir Bradley 
raised the cork.^^ nicely, if he ever had the 
tooth-ache?" 

" He, he, he, he, he 1" 

In poured the delicious little presents 
faster than ever, till the funny old 
walnut*wood bookcase groaned beneath 
them. 

" He, he, he, he, he 1" 

Betty, too, laughed till the tears rolled 
down her cheeks. 

'^ Have a drop of the Eau de Cologne, 
Miss, on your handkerchief — it'll revive 
you— he, he, he— beautiful, isn't it?— 
five and sixpence a bottle— he, he, he !" 
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"Yes/' gasped Betty, holding by the 
chair back with both hands ; — ^ and didn't 
you see her to-day— on her knees— with the 
poor lame leg in her lap-in her lap--kissing 
Z h„ggi4 i^d% day, to a wort 
house, if she wasn't— kissing and hugging 
it — down in the dust there — and the new 
pence lute-string, bought only last week, 
worth six and six a yard — ask Josiah— -six 
and dx a wd, if i(. Lrth a farthing ?" 



o 2 



CHAPTER XVIL 



INFORMS THE RSiDEtl HOW MUCH WABBEN 
W00DF0BI> W0XJL1> HAVE TA£:EN FOR HIS 
BIRTH-RIGHT. 



Toadyism is a curious piece of machinery. 
The springs that give it action, though of 
diflferent strength and tempers, one and aU 
come of the same material, and obey the 
same laws. The ruling motive in gold- 
Betty's case no one understood the why and 
wherefore of better than Betty herself. 
But Betty must be amused ; and Archibald 
Sharpe, knowing it, kept them all well 
wound up with a key of his own, and saved 
his wealthy client a deal of trouble. 

The Bellshaws were real articles, genuine 
gentry, with unquestionably the best blood 
in their veins anywhere for miles round. 
Betty was amazingly proud of those fiery 
greys, pawing and champing at her door ; 



BSTTT WBSTMINSTEB. 299 

and, would often, while her l^yship, after 
shaking hands, settled hei self on the light 
Uue morocco cushion, pat their proud necks, 
and call them pretty names, and linger at 
her door a moment admiringly, to see them 
dash off. 

There was little need for Archibald to 
keep that spring wound up« It had a sel& 
sustaining power kept it always going beau- 
tifully. Some said they drew their Uood at 
Lowdon from dukes and duchesses. ^^ The 
only pity wa8--*for such blood— they were so 
poor. £2000 a-ye^r, what was that ? and 
the eldest brother a lord 1 It was impos* 
sible they could live, as they did, under 
£3000, at least" 

^' Nor for so little," knew Sir Bradley 
very welL ^^ But his brother might die 
before him some day. His credit was still 
^ood. The worst they ever said of him was 
that ' be was rather long-winded.' ^^ No 
matter for that a button— if Betty would 
only have the kindness to pop aSy and 
leave them that £50,000." 

Archibald's wink seemed to leave no 
doubt about it; and, chucking the little 
accounts unread into his drawer. Sir Bradley 
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wo^ h.™ <^ hi. e^ «th . vea. 
geance, had Lady Bellshaw been anything 
of a housekeeper and deroted a day to 
seeing how they stood, and then showed him 
the. sums totaL 

But that, and all else appertaining to it, 
her ladyship left to her housekeeper. Mrs» 
Beynolds knew she hated to be bothered 
about money-matters ; and, though she had 
her own opinion with Mr. Noble, the butler, 
on that . point, loved a quiet lifb herself, 
and, so, ruled the roost among them all in 
the pleasantest manner possible ; supposing 
the day of payment must, no doubt, come 
at last ; but, bs that was no affair of her's, 
concluding, too, that when it came, the 
money would be found somehow, as it had 
often been found before — or what was the 
use of lordly blood in your veins, and title- 
deeds, and an Earldom a-coming some day ?" 

There was one thing, Milly Beynolds had 
a comfortable place enough, and a snug 
housekeeper's room, and plenty of friends 
if she wanted them, and a kind master and 
mistress, and had no wish at all to do worse ; 
and '^ only hoped and trusted, if Miss Betty 
ever meant to leave them that £50,000, it 
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would not be long first — ^for Lowdon suited 
her exceedingly well on the whole, and so it 
did Mn Noble." 

The Plovers lived in hope also, though 
fanned by another flame. Blandon Plover 
owed no man anything ; and " £10,000, say, 
to him, would be more than ten times that 
to the Bellshaws ?" 

" That's true," winked Archibald ; and at 
laat even Florence Plover half believed it. 

Christopher Griggs's " only fear was, of 
that confounded workhouse brat, who was 
chiseUing them all out of every shilling, 
mark his words I Archie might wink. 
£10,000— it wouldn't be ten pence soon, 
chouse them that way." 

Josiah Till built on his thumping balance 
always standing safe at ^ The Old Bank. 
^^ But let a doubt cross his mind" — and 
then he thought of his running account at 
Lowdon — " cross his mind but for a 
moment — and—" 

'^ Stuff and nonsense," winked Archi- 
bald. " Fifty per cent — pretty good interest, 
I'm thinking, friend Josiah ?" 

And John Dorking got a wink, also. 

And Letty Gordon her's, too. 
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And Warren might have had ln», if he 
would only have opened his eyes. But he 
was sadly blind was Warren. Either he 
did not or would not see what was as plain 
as a post to everyone else ; but, singing tiie 
old time, " Home sweet. Home," ever in 
his heart, — shut them, spite of all the 
" winks," to the fact, that, " unless he 
looked sharp out," as Griggs said, ^'he 
wouldn't give him a mess of porridge for his 
birthright— that giggling young reprobate 
would walk off with it, as sure as his name 
was Christopher.'* 
> Warren smiled, and felt no fear. 

O the mens conseia recti ! What a happy 
world it would be, if the good and guileless 
had only spirits like their own to deal with. 

Warren could not conceive it possible 
ihat mortal heart, without cause, could 
disinherit its own. To doubt about it for 
an instant never entered his imagination. 
To have taken any pains for himself, bad 
it even occurred to him, would have ap- 
peared to him as great an insult as he could 
have offered his aunt, whose affections, if 
they did not yearn towards him, seemingly, 
as his did towards her, were yet to be the 
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jJrize, he believed, of his steady zeal and 
devotion to her interests and vrishes. In 
this hope he went patiently and perseveringly 
on, satisfied that to the best of his power 
he was doing his duty, nor dreaming that 
he had any enemy really to guard against 
but one and that One ; feeling so equal to 
cope withal, that he went on his way full of 
faith and good courage, never once doubting 
but that, guided by the Hand that was 
leading him, he must go right; and in- 
different, so that That Hand still kept its 
hold, whither he bent his steps — * it would be 
sure to lead him safe through in the end," 
as Peter said. 

; To have judged by Betty's usual manner- 
towards her nephew, there seemed to be no 
love -in her heart for him ; but she was 
capricious in her likings and dislikings, and 
the grand favourite of to-day was often, 
apparently, the lowest in her esteem to- 
morrow. So, Archibald Sharpe, who 
anxiously watched her growing regard for 
Gideon, felt the less uneasy on Warren's 
account, knowing how strong were the ties 
of blood-relationship with the Westminsters, 
and making sure, as soon as the freak was 
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gratified, Gideon would do something to 
disgust her, and share the same fate of 
other mushroom hangers-on, whom, for the 
whim's sake, she had taken under her. 
patronage for a season, and then thought 
no more of tossing oflf, when they had 
served her turn, than she would a broken- 
eyed old needle. 

. Archibald knew that she felt no love for 
her nephew ; but he was her own part flesh 
and blood, and. had been committed to her 
care by Timothy on his death-bed, and on 
that he built his trust Had Warren had 
a feature, of any sort, of the Westminsters 
about him, he need have feared no rival ; 
but, alas I no — ^he . was his own veritable 
father and mother alone, and no stretch of 
imagination, try as they would, could ever 
twist him into the family likeness. 

To plumb the depths of Betty West- 
minster's mind was beyond even Archibald's 
skiU. StiU he beUeved, that since the 
downfall of her hopes of the heir-male, 
and then Timothy's death, she had chalked 
out in her mind what she meant to do for 
Warren, ^if he behaved himself,' as she 
termed it ; and that it would be his own 
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fault if he let anyone dispossess him of his 
heritage. 

All the same, argue it as he would, there 
were times when Archibald, like his friend 
Christopher Gri^s, eyed that Gideon with 
anything but eyes of affection. He- saw 
the power he already had over Betty, that 
it daily increased, and, what was worse 
than all, that Warren's as perceptibly 
diminished. But Warren was such a 
peculiarly-minded young man, he could not 
talk to him as he would have done, under 
the circumstances, to any other. Only a 
day or two ago he had ventured to drop a . 
hint as to that Gideon's progress, and the 
advisability of putting a gentle check to it 
with all convenient speed, and what was 
the answer he got ? — 

^^ Give me six hundred down for all my 
chances, and I'll take it." 

^* After that what was to be said or done ? 
He must be out of his wits. None but a 
down-right simpleton would talk in that 
suicidal manner." 

But, sage, or silly, thus Warren did talk, 
add oftener, too, to his own heart than any- 
one but himself knew of. 
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I^x hundred pounds ? What an odd sum 
in exchange for the chance of nearly a 
million sterling ! Yes ; but that six hun- 
dred doim just at that moment would have 
paid the fee wherewith to place him ^th 
Sir Hiron King, the great ciyil engineer. 
And, as he thought of it, Warren's breast 
would expand, and his eyes look up heayen- 
ward, and then wander, as he stood at his 
window, over the dark misty house-tc^ in 
the direction of a beloved distant spot^ 
where, if on the earth beat a heart that felt 
as his did, well h^ knew it was there. And, 
. heaving a sigh, he would drag himself away 
from thoughts, that, do what he would to 
fight against them, got daily more and more 
the mastery over him, talk and taunt as 
Archibald and Griggs might ; and, buckling 
on his armour afresh, descend to his toil 
with the others, and perform . such wonders 
with those white hands, that, reachmg 
Betty's ears through Jdhn Dorking, Gideon 
was again put on his mettie, and Chris- 
topher's fingers set itching at such a rate to 
give the crafty young rascal the hiding he 
had in his mind's eye for him some day, that 
Archibald was obliged with Mrs. Griggs to 
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hold him back by main force, to prevent 
him committing a breach of the peace, and 
so cutting himself out for ever. 

" All the same, you call that nephew of 
her's, don't you, a stark-staring—" 

*' Hush, hush," interposed Archibald — 
" it's defamation !" 

" Defamation ! It's true — ^he's mad — ^he 
must be- Six hundred down for it all — 
there's an ass — and might kick that giggling 
limb of Lucifer out of the house, and have 
it all to himself, if he had the pluck of a 
pigeon, in ten days— it's disgusting !" 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



WARREN TAKES LIBERTIES, AND GETS TAKEN 

DOWN FOR IT. 



Life in Hillborough was not very gay at 
any season. Under Betty Westminster's 
roof it was to the last degree dull and 
uniform. To have lived a month with her, 
you had lived for ever. Like clockwork, 
she went the same unvaried round, and 
all the little clocks and watches under her 
did likewise, and kept time to a moment. 
None went so correctly as Betty's. They 
were the wonder of the whole town ! 
Archibald Sharpe thought it was, ^^ because 
they were so regularly wound up and kept 
in one place ;" Griggs, " because the works 
were made of all solid gold, and went on 
that best of all lever principles." 

However that might be, it was evident, 
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time was cash in hand with Betty, and who 
had ever known a Westminster lose a 
minute in which a penny was to he found ? 

One and all of them under Betty's roof — 
and here the metaphor ends — had earned 
their rest before they went to it. For the 
males it mattered little, probably they slept 
the sounder for it ; but poor Letty often 
went to her pillow, not to sleep, for she was 
too tired for that, but to soak it with her 
tears — ^thinking of happier days past, and 
whether — but the visicm that fond fancy 
was conjuring up was far too bright to be 
real — such bright, blissful visions had led 
her on often before like will o' the wisps, 
and to what ? " No, no— such hopes were 
too good for her 1 He smiled kindly on her, 
and thought for, and felt foi her, because 
she was a lady, perhaps, and penniless, and 
dependent, and because he had a kind, 
feeling heart, and saw that she suffered, 
for how could she hide it from him ? — 
But love — did he love her ? More than 
once he had looked and spoken as if he 
did— <iid love her a little. But it might 
be only because he pitied her;" — and, 
heaving a deep sigh, Letty buried her face 



310 BETTY WESTBCINSTBR. 

from the catting draughts deeper in her 
pillow, and wore herseW to deep. 

But Letty's lot, hard and dark as it was, 
bad its moments of sunshine, and she never 
murmured at it» She had Archibald 
Sharpe to go to in any ««e of extremitjr, 
and he was a staunch friend to her, and 
never failed, when she carried him her cup 
of miseries, to take a sip himself, and, 
dropping in a sly lump i£ sugar or so, to 
return it to her sweeter a great deal than 
she brought it him. 

Betty's rigorow rule kept the bittor cups 
pretty well full to the brim. As she grew 
older and richer, she grew daily more greedy 
and grasping. It was dub-law with her 
with a vengeance. Her thumps on the poor 
table settled matters in a moment Against 
tlM^e thumps thene was no appeal It was 
only wonderful how the table stood them. 
The chance expenditure ever of an «&- 
trayagant sixpence had to be atoned for. 
Even Gideon coUapsed at such times. The 
only hope was, of John Dorking's appear- 
ance, rubbing his great fat red hands and 
showing his lai^ white laughing teeth 
between his rosy lips— the sure token that 
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things had gone well mOi hhn that day* 
Come but that, and they might breathe 
again ; if not, it was a gloomy day, indeed^ 
and even Gideon's ^ he^ he, he's' had 
music in them, 

Letty got through the summers tolerably 
well, with the help of one kind lift or 
another, but the wintet^ made her shudder 1 
The attic in which she slept struck damp 
and unwholesome evefn in the dog days ; 
but when the sharp frosts set in, ^* it was 
no joke," as John luinowledged, '' to put 
your nose out of the sheets, such nights as 
they had ;" and not a bit of a curtain to a 
bed or window in the house, except to 
Betty's own, and Gideon's. He got his, 
lucky fellow I at the rout out of the musty 
old dimities that day in the back parl<)ur, 
to make room for the jams and jellies, but 
there the good luck ended. 

Not but that, between them, they had 
made Letty's room as weather-tight as pos- 
sible. And Warren had tacked up some 
list along the chinks and crevices, and pasted 
the cracked panes over with paper, and 
stopped two or three ugly fissures in the 
floor, and rat- holes in the wainscot, and 
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bought some coloured prints at an auction, 
which, hung up, gave the white-washed walls 
quite a cheery look as you entered. And 
John had smuggled in an old horse-rug, 
under pretence that he wanted her to get 
rid of the moth out of it some day when 
her hands were at liberty ; tiU when she 
could throw it over her at nights, if she 
liked, which was better than keeping it shut 
up in a drawer where the air could not come 
to it. Moreover, one day when she was 
very sick and ill, he carried her up an arm- 
chair out of his own room, that he had no 
use for, and a little round cherry-wood table, 
to write and read on ; so that she was not 
without comfort in her troubles, and, come 
the winters ever so severe, there always 
seemed a smiling face by, at any rate, to 
share them with her. 

True, there was a fire-place, too, in one 
comer, and a little rusty grate in it ; but 
when it had ever had a spark in it, not even 
Bibbs had any recollection. Had Timothy, 
or Betty herself ever seen a spark in either 
of theirs ? No never. 

Neither heat nor cold seemed to effect 
Betty much. If the sun and dust would 
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haye come in in summer and faded the 
curtains and carpet, which of them dared 
have raised the blind and opened the window, 
though the room were melting hot ? If 
another log of wood or lump of sea-coal 
would have kept the blood from freezing in 
their veins, at the cost of an extra penny, 
would either of them have dreamed of 
throwing it on, without a consenting nod or 
word obtained first ? 

" A spark up in a bed-room ? Let her 
see it." 

Warren had made his room pretty com- 
fortable. What with one judicious addition 
or another, John Dorking declared, " it 
was the only comfortable comer in the 
house;" and would often steal up there, 
when Betty was out, or asleep, and talk over 
the affairs of the nation ; and of. one, Letty 
Gordon, spinster, i^ particular. Indeed, 
John's was the only heart, at present, in all 
Hillborough, to whom Warren had freely 
opened his, and John well deserved the 
honour thus conferred on him. 

The only thing wanting, now the bitter 
cold winds had set in, was a blaze sometimes 

VOL. II. F 
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of an evening up the chimney ; " wouldn't 
that be nice ?" 

John shrugged his sihoulders. 

" I'll tell you what Til do," said Warren, 
a sudden thought seeming to have struck 
him ; " if we can't have a fire, we'll have 
the next best to it, a make-believe one." 

John laughed, and rubbed his hands ; 
and presently off they went out to set 

about it. 

Next day they beckoned Letty in as shf 
went up stairs, to see " what a roaring fire 
they had got." 

She started— 'for at the first glance i^he 
was fairly deemed, to think how daring 
it was of them ! Then, laughing, went up 
to the grate, and, gleefully holding out her 
htods, declared ^' the very thought of it 
warmed her all over. Could they spare a 
handful for her?" 

Warren pointed to a little heap in the 
corner : — " That is all for you." 

" How good — how kind^ — how thouglit- 

ful ?" 

Gideon heard of their goings on, through 
Bibbs ; and, running to Betty, told her all 
about it« 
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Gideon reckoned wrong. Betty laughed 
till the tears stood in her eyes :— '* Well^ 
that's the cle^verestway of lighting a fire, and 
keeping it in, I ever heard of in all 
my Ufe ;" and, Warren entering at ihe 
moment : — " How much, eh, for the red 
shavings ?" she asked. 

" Not a farthing. The carpenter round 
the comer gave me a bag full." 

" Grave you ? What, red, flaming red 
ones like those?" and off Beitty went 9gain 
almost into convulsiocis. 

" He, he, he, he, jhe— what a flare-up !" 

Wairen joined in, to be sociable, and there 
was a regular chorus. 

" No, not quite that," he explained. " I 
shouldn't won4er, though, he wouldn't have 
thought of the alkanet-root lat all, if I 
hadn't. Three penn'orth dyed thepi all 
beautifully, twice over. Come up. Aunt, 
and see— do." 

" No objection." Two roaring fires kept 
going all the winter for threepence ?"-*Tand 
she clapped her hands. — ^^ Go, ^warket me, 
Gideon, like that. It's the best stroke's 
been done since John bought up the early 
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barleys. My patience ! Letty lass, we shall 
get rich a-pace this rate. Fires, roaring 
fires, from top to bottom, all the winter, now 
we know how, and not owe Tobias Blunt 
a penny." 

But it was a hazardous matter ever to 
raise a laugh, even on her own lips, at Betty's 
expense. She enjoyed the fun of the red 
shavings immensely, because she could be a 
match for it— and " now for her turn then." 

Next morning when they assembled at 
breakfast, the thermometer at zero, a grate 
full of blood-red shavings — Gideon's handy 

« 

work — greeted John's bright blaze-loving 
eyes, and nearly had made him burst out 
laughing. 

Betty took her seat^ after her usual 
fashion, with her back to the window, so 
had a good look at the fire all breakfast ; 
but made no allusion to it, further than 
that she thought, by the ice in her pitcher, it 
must be freezing harder, and Bibbs must 
throw down a handful of sand before the 
door, or some of them would be breaking 
their legs." 

Warren exchanged glances with L^ty, 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 317 

and Letty with John— and they went on with 
their tea and bread and butter, as if it were 
the middle of August. 

Gideon kept his eyes fixed on his plate, 
not choosing even to encounter Betty's that 
morning, there was something so whim- 
sically knowing in them ; and to be * he, he, 
being* just then would have been out of all 
good taste and keeping. 

The meal passed over pleasantly enough; 
when, rising from his chair, John— whether 
obliviously, or purposely, is best known to 
himself— approached the hearth-rug, after 
his usual wont ; and, holding out both palms 
for a parting warm — Betty set up such a 
roar, that he was fain to rush, as if fairly 
taken in for once, headlong from the room, 
to hide his blushes and odvo vent to the full 
tide of his feelings in the court-yard. 

Nothing could have happened better. 
Betty had gained her point— Gideon his; — 
and, " now they might take and divide the 
shavings between them up stairs, if they 
liked ; and tell Bibbs to come and throw on 
a log and a shovel full of live-coals in their 
place " 
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It WM winto' wi^ them in good eamert 
at Hillboroiigfa. For twenty yean GtMaard 
Short, tbe sexton, had not renianbered soch 
another* Old and yonng came atmding 
on him farter than he conld find room for 
tfaenu Whoever eke might be nipped and 
shiTering, it iraa warm work for Groddard 
Short The sweat rolled from his old browgy 
while the young and hale and hearty were 
dirinking and shrirdling all around him. 
It was well to be sexton Short that ugly, 
unsparing wmter, 

' The thermometw sunk five degrees after 
smi'down* 

John's horse-rug did all it could ; and so 
did poor Letty all she could, to keep the 
blood warm in her, and be down at breakfart 
next morning ; but nature said ^^ no— it 
could not," — and, so, Letiy's place was 
vacant when John came in from the 
wharf-side. 

Usually, Warren enjoyed his breakfart 
as most others <do, who rise early and are in 
vigorous health ; but somehow that morn- 
ing be had no appetite ; and, emptying his 
cup — ^as anything left was always so much 
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wasted, with Betty^he got away; and 
bounding up Btaira to Letty's room, knocked 
gently. 

^' Come in/' said a faint voice, in answer 
to whether he might do. so :— ^' Oh, is it you, 
Mr. Warren ? How kind of you 1 I wish 
you had brought me a cup of tea/' 

" I did think of it, Miss Letty ; but— but 
— all the same— wait a minute, and I'll go 
now, and fetch you one up." 

^' It might make your aunt angry. 
No don't. Best let Bibbs, perhaps, bring 
me up a little warm milk and water by 
and bye ?" 

But Warren was gone, for be saw she 
wag very m ; and, returning to the parlour 
with a long face, asked ^^ for a cup of tea 
for Miss Gordon, who was much too poorly 
to come down to breakfast." 

Betty knitted her brows; and, bidding 
Gideon give her some more water from the 
kettle, poured out a cup-fuU, without either 
sugar or milk. 

Warren helped himself to a spoonful of 
the former; but Gideon had just before 
drained the milk-jug ; and whether this net- 
tled him a little or not, we don't know ; — 
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but he lingered a moment with the cup in 
his hand at the door ; and then, seeming 
resolved to out with what he had got to 
say : — " Poor thing ! she's as cold as a 
stone," he exclaimed ; " her room strikes 
like an ice-house— if she might only have a 
little fire for a day or two" — 

" Fire — more fires — what next, I won- 
der?" cried Betty, jumping up, and swing- 
ing out of the room. " Got one already, big 
enough in all conscience, hasn't she ?" 

« He, he, he," giggled Gideon, dipping 
after her. 

" You've done for it now," said John. 

" We'll see about that," returned Warren. 

" Anyhow, I may as well, mayn't I," 
bethought John, brisking up, " just drop in 
on Griggs, and ask him to come and have 
a look at her, as he passes by ?" 

^i Yes, do, John, that's right. And, 
quick — cut me a slice of bread and butter 
— make haste — and, when she has drank 
her tea — ^you shall see — leave it to me — see 
if I don't set the old grate blazing away, if 
I die for it." 

" Better think twice about it," advised 
John, losing colour for a moment ; but it 
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was too late by ten seconds, for Warren had 
reached the stair foot before he had got it 
out, and in two minutes after was at Letty's 
bed-side. 

" Oh, thank you ! How kind and good 
of you !" exclaimed Letty, taking the cup 
tremblingly, and emptying it at a draught. 
" But it didn't make your aunt angry, I 
hope, did it.!' 

" Angry," echoed Warren, evading the 
question. "Good gracious I— angry— what 

for r 

" It always vexes her so, you know, if any 
of us are ill." ' 

" True ; so we must get you well again 
as fast as we can. John has gone to tell 
Griggs to drop in and see you as he 
comes by." 

" Has he ? Who told him ?" 

" His own heart I suppose ; I heard 
nobody else say a word about it." 

" Feel how much warmer I am getting 
now, since I drank the tea," smiled Letty, 
holding out her hand. 

" So you are. Shall I go and fetch you 
another cup ?" 

" No thank you, not now. By and bye 

p 2 
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if Bibbs would make me a little barley- 
water. You don't think your aunt will be 
cross, do you, at Mr. Griggs coming up ?" 

" Cross ? What for ? No, no— leave Griggs 
alone — he knows all about that — don't 
fear. I'll go myself and look out for him, 
and drop a word in his ear. Now you are 
warmer, try and get a wink or two before he 
comes, won't you?" 

It was a good thought of Warren's, had 
there been time for it ; but John was a great 
favourite of Griggs's, and, catching him 
just stepping into his gig, — in those days, 
gentle reader, country doctors were not the 
dons they are now, with their dashing 
double Broughams and pair,— made him 
clearly understand in a moment, ^^ That 
Letty Gt)rdon, spinster, was the very first 
patient on his list that morning;'^ and, 
whispering something else in his private ear 
that brought together their right hands in 
a tight grasp- off went Christopher, and in 
less than five minutes popped his bead, 
quite friendly-like, into Betty's back-parlour. 

Betty was a little stiff at first, and held 
out two fingers. 

" Smart, am I not ?'* smiled Christopher, 
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turning up his ciiflfe and displaying a pair 
of scarkt and blue wri$t muifetees of Letty's 
working. " Don't say a word, but Mrs. 
G's awfuUy jealous !" 

" And not for the first time by many, I'll 
warranti and with reason," laughed Betty, 
relaxing. 

^' I've come to thank her on the sly, all 
the same ; and get her to stop a stitch here 
that has given way, before it goes further," 
grinned Griggs. 
« She's in bed." 
" In bed?" 

^^ Out of sorts, Bibbs says, a bit of a 
cold, that's all." 

" Cold — ^yes —who hasn't one ? I've been 
sneezing, myself, all night." 

" May as well step up, now you're here ; 
or, may be, the loop might run all the way 
down, mightn't it ? She's had some onion 
gruel." 

" Thafs right," and, snatching up his 
hat, " See you again as I come down ;" 
and, meeting Warren in the passage, up 
they went together to the sick room. 

Letty gave a faint cry of joy as they ap- 
proaahed her bed-side, and, extending a 
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hand, told them hy her looks, " how kind 
and considerate she thought it was of them ! 
for well she knew she must work muffetees 
hy the hundreds before she could pay off 
even the interest of the debt of old scores, 
much less the terrible new one, John's con- 
cern for her had now involved her in." 

Griggs pointed to his wrists, in answer to 
the swimming tear. Then he drew a chair 
nearer, and took the fevered hand again m 
his, and, without the least bit of a long face, 
numbered a hundred and ten. Then, Warren 
having left the room for a little while to 
speak to Bibbs, he asked a question or two ; 
but so cheerfully, " she was quite certain she 
was not going to die, and should be up and 
about, shouldn't she, by Sunday ?," 

" You will be pleased to remember, it is 
now Thursday," reminded Griggs. " Have 
a little patience, and I'll see whether I can 
add this to my many other miracles. So, 
now t«ll me all about it." 

It was not a very long list of Letty's ; but 
there was pain and suffering in it ; and more 
than once the cough harassed her so^ she 
was obliged to desist from talking. Where- 
upon, Christopher took a lancet from his 
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waistcoat pocket, and a roll of tape, and a 
bit of lint out of his pouch ; and, asking 
Warren, as Bibbs had not come up yet, to 
hold tTie basin, —out spurted the blood from 
the cut vein ; — when the pulse was brought 
into subjection, he loosened the tape, washed, 
and bound up the arm —and all was over 
before Betty and Bibbs had done bar- 
gaining at the back door for their sprat 
supper. 

" Now turn round and get three or four 
hours nice sleep if you can,*' said Chris- 
topher, pressing her hand-after having 
dropped something from a phial into a little 
water and made her drink it ; " and I'll 
run up again, if I can, before bed-time." 

As he crossed the room, Griggs gave a 
shuddering glance at the shaky window 
frames, then at the naked bed-posts, then at 
the shavings in the grate — enough to say, 
" its bitter cold up here, isn't it ? A pity 
you couldn't throw a shovel of coals Mr. 
Warren, on the top of that rubbish, and 
make a blaze for her." 

Warren nodded assent ; and Christopher, 
seeing he was understood, gave a little nod in 
return ; and, Betty having stepped over the 
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way, Bibbs said, for five minates, was glad 
enough to escape her, and rolled off to hi8 
other patients. 

. Now was just the time, then, only look 
sharp ; and, catching up his hat, W arren ran 
round -to his friend the carpenter ; got his 
coat pockets stuffed with small wood and 
chips ; and, crossing the way, invested a 
shilling in some small lumps of coal— filling 
his handkerchief with as many as it would 
carry for the nonce ; and, hurrying back 
down Cow Lane, and across by the wharf, 
so as to avoid the High Street, got in 
through the yard, and up to the sick-room 
again, without, as he flattered himself, being 
observed by any one. 

No one could beat Warren at lajdng a 
fire — witness his achievements in that line 
in the little Eexbury workshop. 

"Oh! how delighted Letty would be, 
when she awoke" — ^for Griggs's sedative 
had thrown her into a sound sleep — " to see 
a bright blaze dancing on the walls ;— "and, 
going down on his knees, he forthwith set 
about the necessary steps to that end : — ^first, 
a thick layer of the shavings imder two or 
three handfuls of dry chips; then some 
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small sticks^ to cover them lightly ; then a 
sprinkling of round coals then another 
handful or two of the wood, topped with as 
many more coals as the grate would hold — 
and bad luck if he hadn^t a blase soon 
would make John rub his hands with a 
vengeance when he saw it." 

" Up rushed' the flames. There was a 
good draught, and, though at first the damp 
of the chimney drove back the thick blue 
smoke into his fac ^ , with a little patience 
and ciDaxing he g* \ it up beautifully at last, 
just as Letty, waki ig with the cracking of 
the wood and the sudden light on her face, 
stared^ startled, round the room; when the 
truth flashing on her, her heart beat so, she 
sank back on the pillow, and lay for some 
moments motionless as if she were dying. 

The cold drops stood on Warren's forehead. 
" What should he do. There was no beH 
and he dared not leave her. Hark — ^there 
was a footstep on the landing' — would to 
heaven it were John Dorking— or Bibbs — 
or anybody. — No, it must have been his 
fancy only though he would have sworn he 
heard some one moving. Hark I — ^yes — 
there again— on the stairs surely— coming 
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up—thank goodness!"— and, the door sud- 
denly flung open, in hounced Betty, livid 
with rage, and Bibbs after her, bearing a 
kettle of water. 

Poor Letty lay transfixed as by some 
terrible apparition; while Warren stood 
arming himself for the attack that he made 
sure was coming ; but in that he was at 
present mistaken. 

Without a word, though boiling with 
vengeance, Betty snatched the kettle from 
Bibbs, and striding to the fire, played on it 
from the spout till there was not a spark 
left ; then, tossing it, empty, under the 
grate, darted a withering look at her ne- 
phew, and followed by Bibbs, flounced out 
of the room down stairs. 

" Don't care," said Warren, taking Lett/s 
offered hand, and putting on a tone of 
unconcern he did not feel, to re-assure her. 
" After the storm comes a calm ; now her 
anger has been vented she'll soon cool again. 
But there" — pointing to the poor deluged 
hearth— "there's a bad job!— andl was going 
to brew you such a nice hot cup of tea, and 
toast you a little tea-cake, too, I've got in 
my packet — ^isn't it provoking ?" 
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" Oh dear 1" sighed Letty, her eyes brim- 
ful, "never mind me Mr. Warren. Only 
t|hink what a dreadful passion your aunt is 
in about it— she will never forgive you." 

"And what then? "was on Warren's 
lips ; but the entrance of Bibbs, with a pail 
and dust-pan, to clean up the hearth, 
checking him, he sat down tiU she had 
finished ; and then, thinking he had best go 
and put John in possession of the facts, and 
Christopher, too, if he could find him, wished 
Letty good bye for a little while ; and, 
gaining the street unhindered, made for 
the wharf-side, where John was busy supers 
intending the loading of a couple of barges 
for next days' clearing. 

John listened, as those do who have much 
o.^ their hands besides ; and , stared, and 
smiled, and frowned, and smiled again ; and, 
recommending him, "first, to see Griggs, and 
then to go and try and make it up with his 
Aunt while he could, rubbed his hands, and, 
looking at his watch, " was very glad to 
hear Miss Letty was better for the bleeding ; 
and, would he be sure to wish her good 
night for him ; and say " come what might, 
he would run up somehow, and have a chat 
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with her to morrow ?" And, time up, oflF 
John went back to his loading, as if he were 
thinking of nothing but his corn-sacks; 
and the sick room and fireless grate had no 
place at all in his memory. 

Not finding Christopher at home, Warren 
unburthened his bosom to Mrs Griggs; 
which gothimaheart-fuUof sympathy, and 
a pressing invitation to stop to dinner and 
spend the day with them. 

^^ Perhaps it would be best not to meet 
Aunt Betty in her present mood. Yet why 
should I avoid her?" fired Warren, his 
colour rising. " What harm have I done ? 
If she loved me, how different it would be. 
No: no, she does not love me. If I had 
done anything I ought not, it would be 
another matter ; then I would go and own 
it, and try, as John says, and make it up. 
Still, I feel I cannot trust myself to-day. 
Oh, my dear mother, how I wish you and 
Peter were here at this moment I No, up, 
I will not meet her, if I can help it, again 
to-day. I might say more than I ought. I 
know that I should. Ah, if she loved me 
as I feel that I could, and would love her, 
if she would let me, how happy we might be f 
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^^ All the same, you are not going there 
just yet," said Christopher, running in; 
" 90, make your life happy where you ara" 

Nor did Warren ; for, it being past ten 

before Mrs. Griggs would part with him, 

Betty had gone to bed when he got home ; 

and finding from Bibbs that Miss Letty 

had taken Christopher's night-draught, and 

fallen into a deep sleep, he straightway went 

to his own pillow; and, in harmony with 

every living creature, before he laid his head« 

on it, and with his mother's name the last 

on his lips — soon was dreaming of her and 
dear Rexbury, and its parsonage, &c., &c., 

as happy, as happy could be ! 

Oh, for the heavy^heart watings after 
happy dreams like those ! 

Armed for the encounter, after wishing 
good morning as usual, Warren took his 
place at the breakfast table. 

A black cloud was on Betty's brow, so 
black, that John sat down without rubbing 
his hands once, aad even Gideon cowered 
under it. 

How Warren felt, he knew best himself ; 
but calling to mind Peter's maxim, under 
such circumstances : — Silentium est quan- 
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doque eligihilius sermane—o. silent tongue is 
sometimes the best wisdom,— he held his, 
and went throngh the meal, apparently 
at his ease, as if nothing at all had hap- 
pened. 

This enraged Betty more than all the 
rest; and, unable to contain herself any 
longer, she jumped up from her chair, 
kicked it back from her, and, dashing down 
the tea-cup in her hand, off came the 
• handle in her fingers. Lashed into a per- 
fect fury by this, and stamping her foot in 
a way made even Gideon's flesh creep : — 
" How dared you,'' she cried, " how dared 
you presume, sir "-addressing Warren- 
" to light a fire in Miss Gordon's room, 
without my permission ?" 

" You were out," fenced Warren ; " and, 
had I wished to ask you, I could not." 

" Out, was I ? A great way off? In such 
a hurry were you, you couldn't wait till I 
came back ?'* and Betty's lip quivered with 
passion — " It's a lie — and you know it is." 

Warren bit his till the blood came. John 
gave a start — bethought himself better of 
it — stirred up the sugar from the bottom of 
his cup— gulped it down at a draught; and 
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glaring at Gideon, looked as if he could have 

ground him into powder ; for there was 

a villanous smile playing about the corners 

of his crafty mouth, that seemed to John only 

to want a glance from Betty, to break out 

into one of his hideous giggles; and, if it 
had, flesh and blood could have stood it no 

longer — he must have taken him by the 

collar and hurled him out of the room, if he 

had been cut off with a shilling for it. 

'* A fire ? The blockhead ! and the pulse 
over a hundred and ten?" screamed Betty. 

" I asked the doctor first," said Warren, 
thrown off his guard. 

"What, Griggs— Christopher Griggs— 
he — he— Christopher Griggs— ordered one?" 

Warren saw his blunder, and would 

have given a guinea out of his pocket to 

have recalled it, if he could* 

" He did— did he ?" hissed Betty, with a 

shrill laugh made Gideon's eyes twinkle. 

" Likely enough he knows best about it. 

He ought. Most likely, too, I know what I 

know. And now, mind you. Nephew Warren 

—mind this,"— and Betty brought her fist 

hard down on the table so that the cups 

4nd .saucers danced again,—" mind this— 
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any mortal soul of you dare-^-^dare again to 
lay stick or coal — ^^m) matter who pays — 
stick or coal, unknown to me, in grate of 
mine — you hear all of you, — and likely 
enough you'll find who's mistress here, if 
you don't know already ;" saying which, and 
motioning Gideon to follow her, she snatched 
up her keys from the mantle-piece, and, 
with a toss of the head at the thought of 
her power, strode out of the room. 

John and Warren looked at each other 
for half a minute in silence. Warren only 
thinking, ^' what an unfortunate thing it 
was his mentioning Griggs's name;" and 
John, ^^ what ^ precious young rascal that 
Gideon must have heen, to have brought it 
all on them that way." 

" It's his doing, every bit of it," muttered 
John, pointing to the key-hole, and putting 
his finger, for caution, to his lips. " Sure 
as fate, if you don't look sharp, as Griggs 
says, the young miscreant" — and John 
clenched his brawny fist — " will cut you 
out, Mr. Warren, as clean as a whistle." 

" What then, John ? That would never 
rob me of a wink, I can tell you." 

" May be, Mr. Warren. But I am not 
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going to let him do it so easily, You'll see, 
if I can help it." 

" What can he do, John ? What does 
my Aunt care Tor him ?" 

" Do ?— do you out of every shilling, if 
you don't mind. Is that nothing ?"— and 
John's eyes shot sparks of fury. " If it's 
nothing to you— it's a good deal to me. You 
don't care— and youll see how much she'll 
care either before long." 

" Black as that is he, John ?" 
- " Hush — ^softer," — and John glanced 
again towards the keyhole, — " black is he ? 
Yes, black as the very devil himself, and 
blacker !" 



CHAPTER XIX. 



WARREN LISTENS TO ADVICE, AND RESOLVES 
TO STICK TO HIS RIGHTS. 



Though better for the bleeding, poor 
Letty's hopes of ** up and about again by 
Sunday," were doomed to be disappointed. 
Christopher Griggs, though Sir Astley him- 
self had borrowed his lancets and probes, 
more than once at the hospitals, was but 
mortal. She was progressing, however, so 
rapidly, that Betty said no more about the 
fire ; but whispering something to Gideon, 
the clouds vanished from her brow ; Christo- 
pher made his peace; and once again all 
went on pretty much as usual. 

As Warren crossed Gideon in the passage, 
Gideon beckoned him aside for a moment. 

" Mustn't mind " he tittered, mustn't take 

account of her fits and fancies. All blown 
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over, he, he, he ! You see — wait a bit — see 
if we won't have a jolly blaze again up the 
chimney presently j and slipping off, " he, 
he, he," he went on giggling — " you see — 
such a jolly one — he, he, he V 

Betty was in the kitchen when he rejoined 
her. 

"All right,'* he grinned, sidling up to her ; 
" We'll show 'em now," won't we, " he 
he, he !" 

*^ As if nobody had any hearts but them- 
selves," said Betty. 

" He, he, he — we'll show em." 

** When's Christopher coming ? 

" Twelve." 

" Quarter past elevpn now, that it is. 
Must look sharp, or you won't have it alight 
and up time enoxigh." 

**He, he, he! won't I, though? "and 
hopping off, Betty went on with her dinner* 
orders. 

A few minutes before he expected Chris- 
topher's arrival, Warren ran in from the bank 
opposite ; and there, in the sick room above, 
sure enough such a bright blaze was tearing 
and roaring up the chimney — Letty fast 
asleep all the while^ and his Aunt and Bibbs 

VOL. n. Q 
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staDding staring at the cracking wood with 
delight— that well faemight look astounded ! 
and, starting back, set Betty off into such a 
fit of laughing— but that it woke Letty out 
of her slumbers — was quite cheering to hear 
up there. 

" Nice, isn't it ?" asked Betty. 

Warren showed his appreciation by a 
grateful smile, and extending both hands to 
catch the warmth. 

^' Got a kind, considerate heart, hasn't he, 
nephew ?" 

" What else will make us so happy ?" 
replied Warren, addressing Letty. 

" It was very kind of him indeed," re- 
turned Letty. 

" Not a better anywhere, come a chance," 
went on Betty, looking at Bibbs. 

** That's true as ever was," responded 
Bibbs, fervently. 

" Boil over any time with a spark." 

" It would." 

** All his own doing, too, wasn't it ?" 

"Every bit. Laid and lighted it himself, 
for I saw him." 

"Did he now?" 

** Ask Miss Gordon," 
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Unfortunately, Letty was asleep at the 
time, but ''had no doubt of it. He could do 
almost anything, if he would, could Gideon." 

Warren felt, he could almost have hugged 
him at the moment, hideously ugly and 
repulsive as he was. 

*' That's what I like to see," continued 
Betty, holding out a foot to the bars. 

" Do you ?" thought Warren to himself. 
" A pretty shindy, as John calls it, I got 
into for it." 

" What I like, to see — all open and above- 
board — behind my back, as before my 
face — none of your sly ways." 

Bibbs ^'could'nt a-bear them neither.*' 

Letty trembled, and looked imploringly 
at Warren. 

"Don't fear," he whispered in return, 
while assisting her to raise the pillow a little. 
" I understand." 

" Ask, and have, in plenty," proceeded 
Betty. 

" What could be fairer than that ?" Bibbs 
would like to know. '^ Nobody could say no 



more." 



"That's what I mean," echoed Bet^, 
pushing in a lump of over-hanging coal 
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with her toe ; *' and that's what I'll have, too. 
None of your false, pharisee-ways here, as 
if Bobody has got any Christian soul to be 
saved but one. Open and aboveboard — 
then burn them up by the bushel." 

Warren felt the blood tingling his cheeks, 
but a glance from the sick-bed restrained 
him ; and Christopher's footstep in the pas- 
sage calling Betty to the landing, and then 
taking her down stairs, — ^^ thank goodness ;" 
cried Letty, as he came in, rubbing his hands 
at the sight of the blaze ; ^^ I am so glad you 
are come ! But you'll never guess whom I 
have to thank for it all." 

Going away, Wan-en shortly explained it, 
—how Gideon had done it all with his own 
hands. 

'^Waik with me just to the comer,'* 
whispered Griggs ; ** it won't keep you away 
five minutes.— Now listen," said he, stopping 
short, and holding by a button : — " that 
young limb has had a hand in it^ hasn't he ? 

" Yes, both hands." 

" Look out then — there's mischiei. Can't 
you see? Flares away like those suit her? 
Cunning hound that! Bum th^m up by the 
bushel ? Yes, won't he now, by jingo ! and 
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thank you for it preciously ?" 

" No matter," returned '* Warren, if poor 
Letty don't suffer for it." 

•* Oh, you Quixotic simpleton ! Excuse 
me— it's enough to drive one frantic." 

** What ?" 

*' Do you know how much you are going 
to make him a present of ? A million and 
over, by Jove I if it's a farthing." 

" Will you give me six hundred for 
it all ?" 

" Good-bye j" and, tapping his o$ frontis 
with his fore-finger, '' poor creature 1" groan- 
ed Christopher, jumping into his chaise— 
*' poor idiotic wretch ! That his care for his 
mother? Non compos — evident — stark-star- 
ing mad I" and off he rattled* 

Pondering as he went, Warren returned to 
his work, sadder at heart than he had felt for 
many a day. 

" That his care for his mother ?" 

Christopher had hit the right nail on the 
head Yes, it was clearly his duty to think 
less than he was doing of himself. " Oh, for 
a fresh gleam of light Divine in his path, to 
lead him on, and keep him, in the way that 
he ought to go !" 



^A 
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Prayer like that* sent up on Higb^ was 
never breathed in vain. 

That night Warren got long letters from 
his mother and Peter, confirming with their 
entire sanction all his conduct. 

"Would they do so ?" he asked himself, 
as he laid his head on hia piUow, '^ if they 
knew how this truant heart has been longing 
to be released from its duty " ? And, taking 
it well to task— next day Christopher rubbed 
his eyes twice before he would credit them, 
that it was really and truly Warren Woodford 
who was making confession to him. And 
Archibald afterwards gave him such a congra- 
tulatory sqeeze of both hands^ that the tears 
came swimming, just as Hannah Sharpe 
entered the room — ^' making him look,*' he 
said, ^^ quite a spoony." 

But Hannah, far from pretending that she 
did not observe them, purposely gave him 
such another grasp-— when Archibald had told 
her what a brave fellow he had become— that 
it was no use carrying two faces with her ; 
and, sitting down^ she showed him so suffi- 
ciently ^^how little she would give for the heart 
in any young man's breast, which, however 
brave, never had a tear in its eye, that he 
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treated her in return mth a good hour's talk 
of his mother ; and ^ent home and to bed that 
night so happy, that, had he met his Aunt 
Betty, he certainly must have thrown his 
arms round her neck, and kissed and made 
it up. 

On went the roaring fires in Letty's room 
day after day, kept going by Gideon till 
night with a lavish liberality was quite puz* 
zling to poor Letty to conceive the meaning of. 
" Burn them up by the bushel" was all very 
intelligible. No doubt Betty felt a little 
ashamed now of the paxt she had played 
with the kettle of water, and had a mind to 
show them '' that, though she was mistress, 
she was not so stingy as they imagined, and 
would do what she pleased with her own." But 
it was not to be supposed she was ignorant of 
what was going on, or would tolerate such 
extravagance, and require no account to 
be rendered for it. 

How a bit of a grate like that could burn 
away nearly a bushel a day was astonishing ! 
and, when she discovered it, well might Betty 
look thunderstruck ! 

" A bushel, Bibbs ? Why that lasts us 
down stairs for three days, and some over ? 
Stand that, ^ill I ?" 
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'' Would I, either ?" agreed Bibbs. 

Now Bibbs and Mr. Gideon were sworn 
firiends — ^Bibbs being one of those who always 
backed the reigning fayourite. 

*' He^ he, he— -what makes bad coals buin 
brisk. Bibbs ?" 

Bibbs looked up with a curious grin from 
the heel of the worsted stocking she was 
darning ; while Gideon, holding a dust-pan 
full of small coals in one hand, poured over 
them some lamp-oil from a tin can which he 
held in the other. 

** He, he, he ! won't she love 'em dearly for 
it, that's all ?" 

Bibbs thumped her knees with the fun. 

" He, he, he I what a flare-up,*' and, 
pitching the empty can into a closet, off slid 
Gideon up stairs, and Bibbs after him ; and 
the result made Letty quite nervous. 

" He, he, he — ^look Miss Letty— jolly 
that, isn't it ? he, he, he !" 

" Thank you, Mr. Gideon j but I think I 
could do very well now without a fire," an- 
swered Letty. 

'* No, no — not yet— he, he, he,— not yet. 
Miss Letty." 

When next Christopher came, Letty 
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evidently had something on her mind to say 
to him. 

His' keen eyes saw it in a moment. 

" What now?" he asked. 

Letty glanced towards the hearth, at which 
Bibbs was busy throwing up the cinders. 

" Wash me this wine-glass, if you please," 
said Griggs to her. 

There was no water in the jug, and she 
had to go into her own room to get some. 

" Now then, quick," said Christopher— 
^ what is it ?" 

" Order the fires to be discontinued," 
whispered Letty. 

" Ah — h — m — eh— what ?— you'll be 
perished.*' 

^^ No matter— better that than he should • 
have to pay for them the price she'll ask." 

" H — ^m — ah — by Jove ! — ^yes — you're 
right,*' muttered Griggs, eyeing the blazing 
flames with a whimsical stare, ^* That was 
what she was storming, then, about at him 
just now, as I passed, very likely. Never 
mind-- take care — and you'll be down again 
to-morrow or next day." 

Bibbs came back with the glass ; and, 
measuring out, for luck's sake, with his own 
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hand, the fint daee of the tonic-mixture 
he had brought with him in his pocket ;_ 
« Yes/* promised Christopher^ " 111 see to 
it — ^leave it to me;" and> returning to the 
parlour, he found Betty; with spectacles on 
nose, intently engaged casting up the items 
of a bill she had before her on the table. 

Going to the fire, he warmed his hands 
till she had done her reckoning. 

" Then, " better to-day a good deal," he 
said. 

^^ Humph I time almost ;'* and, pushing 
the bUl from her :— " Look there— seven 
bushels in eight days — ^it's true as gold's 
gold — and now at ninepence." 

'* What ?" cried Griggs, snatching iup the 
paper. 

'' Look then." 

Griggs did, and shuddered. ^< You're 
right. That's just what I always tell Mrs. 
Griggs, but I can't beat it into their heads— 
those little old pot-bellied grates are the 
devil to pay with the Wall's-ends, once set 
going." 

" The devil indeed !" 
" A comfort, anyhow, there's an end to it 
now. Stay— wait a moment ! though — hollo. 
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eh ? this won^t do. Master Tobias," cried 
Christopher, going to the wia4ow, and run- 
ning his finger down the paper again. 

Betty pricked up her ears. 

<^ Nine and nine make eighteen, don't 
they ?— and nine twenty-seren ?— and nine 
thirty-six ? — h — m — eh— yes — that's it ; — and 
nine forty^five ?— and nine fifty-four? — and 
nine sixty-three ?— -and nine seventy-two ? 
that's right, isn't it ? How the deuce then 
can he make seventy-two pence six and six- 
pence ?" 

" Ah— eh— sure you're right?" 

Griggs went over it again. '* Make it 
different if he can." 

Betty took up the poker, and smashed 
away at a great smouldering lump, to get a 
blaze, as if it had cost her nothing. 

^^ Weill, thank goodness we shan't want 
any more of them now I" said Christopher, 
taking up his ^at ; ^' and grateful enough 
she is, I can teU you." 

Bejtty winked. " No hurry about it." 

" Not a bit of it— she knows that well 
onough. i$he may thank you she'll be down 
to-morrow." 

** It isn't that I begrudge them— that you 
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know, Christopher— begrudge them anything- 
in reason ; bat waste is what I don't, and 
won't put up with." 

" I should think not. That's what I tell 
Mrs. Griggs— it's not the wants, but the 
wastes, sink people." 

" There you're right," applauded Betty, 
laying down the poker, and rubbing her 
hands cheerily. '^ Stick to that, Christopher. 
And, who can tell^ but you may have, mayn't 
you, two stout nags, too, to draw you and 
Eliza to church, eh, one of these days, as ' 
well as Georgie Gomm, the Mayor, and his 
fine fat lady ?'* 

•* Give me one only, when it's pouring 
hard, like dear old Jack," prefered Griggs, 
squeezing hands ; ** and see if I'd envy 
Mayor or Mayoress either;" and, leaping 
into his gig, the state of Christopher's mitid 
that day beggared description. 

It was certainly a ^rand stroke, that bit of 
arithmetical diplomacy of Christopher's ; and 
whipping up to Tobias Blunt's : — " You're 
in for it, Toby," said he, ** I can tell you. 
Where did you go to school ? How much is 
seventy-two pence ?" 
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** Seventy-two pence ? — six shillings, ought 
to be." 

'' Can't make it six and sixpence anyhow, 
can you ?" 

" No how.'* 

Whereupon, Christopher dropped a word 
or two in Tobias's private ear, which brought 
the blood up into his cheeks ;— in less than 
a quarter pf an hour after which Tobias was 
at the back door with Bibbs — " to put right a 
little mistake of sixpence that his Missus 
had made, quite by mistake, in the last coal- 
bill ; and to beg Miss Westminster's kind 
acceptance, if she would do him the honour, 
of a couple of fine fat young ducks." 

The sixpence and the ducks turned the 
scale. And Letty coming down for an hour 
or two in the evening ; and John Dorking 
soon after joining them, rubbing his hands 
in a manner made Betty's eyes sparkle again I 
the little back parlour presented a scene so 
^' homeified," as John expressed it, that 
Warren thought he had never seen his Aunt 
look so really aunt-like ; and, might he have 
gratified his own heart, would then and there 
on the spot have given her a right loving 
kiss and told her so. 
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Gideon was the only one not quite in key 
that night. As others rose in the scale, 
perhaps he felt himself going down. He 
might be sensible, too, of having orer- 
reached himself rather in the matter of the 
coals; never having dreamt of such a 
shrewd hand as Christopher Griggs to cope 
withal. 

Betty noted bis downcast eye ; and, telling 
John to ring the bell, bade Bibbs bring in 
the rum bottle, and ^ lemon, and some 
tumblers, and the sugar, and hot water, to 
drink all of them a glass to Letly's health. 
Then sending a message round to Archi* 
bald and Christopher— in they came together, 
just as John had done the brewing ; and, 
forming a semi-circle round the fire, nothing 
would do for Betty but that Gideon should 
sing them a song. 

Gideon's [eyes brightened, jTpr he saw a 
chance to re-establish himself. Next to his 
iEsop, he loved his old song-book, and, 
oddly enough, those class-songs best which 
broadest parodied the stem tale of his own 
early days ; and used often, at a nod from 
Betty, to regale her with droll ditty after 
ditty, culled from his favorite collection, till 
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she would sit, and listen, and kx^ at him as 
the most curious and unaccountable creature 
she had ever seen in her life ! and be sensible 
of a peculiar sort of interest in him which 
she had never felt for any othw living 
mortal. 

This he saw ; and now, emptying his glass 
to the good health of Miss Gordon :— 

'' What'9 it to b^ ?" be asjked. 

** Anything you like," said Betty. " Some- 
thing, eh, Letty, tender And true.'* 

Gideon thought a minute j and heaving 
a sigh :—'^ very .well t;hen-^shall I give you 
the Charity Boy-^jkal's very pathetic ?" 

Betty knpqked the table with her knuckles 
for silence ; and, so, Griggs and Warren 
brought to a halt — off he went in a semi- 
droll semi-dolorous key, as follow? : 

" No doubt you KOll^ws who I is, 

" And at my figger you may quiz ; 

" At once your doubts then to destroy, 

" Vm Gideon Wolff, the Charity Boy. 

" Though some folks says as Tm a fool, 

** I lamt a summut, too, at school ; 

" And cause I vos five feet to view, 

" Vos reckoned the head scholar, too. 
" Oh, Yot a pleasure laming is 1 
" The folks may jeer, and they may quiz ; 
'* I Yos master's pet and missus's joy, 
" So, doesn't you envy the Charity Boy ?" 
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*' My talents I did quickly shew ; 
^' At twelve yean old, thea, yon must know, 
'^ Fot-hookfl and hangers I wrote firee, 
*' Asides, I knowed my A, B, C. 
My rising genins not to pass, 
They put me np in the first class ; 
^' And when my schoolfeUows they did thwack, 
^^ rd the honour to hoist ^em on my back. 

** Oh, TOt a pleasure laming is 1 

*^ The folks may jeer and they may quiz ; 

*^ Vos I master's pet and missus's joy ? 

" Then doesn't you envy the Charity Boy ?" 

^' To be quite punctual vos my rule. 

" I alvus vos the fust at school ; 

^^ To encourage me, my master did say, 

" The Lord Mayor I might be some day. 

** Then, as to school my vay I vent, 

^' I never my coppers in hard-bake spent ; 

" So, I alvus was rich as rich could be, 

** And never could come to poverty. 
^* Oh, vot a pleasure laming is I 
*^ The folks may jeer and they may quiz ; 
^' I vos master's pet and missus's joy, 
^' Then what cared a fig the Charity Boy." 

But here Betty's delight could no longer 
be suppressed ; and such a unanimous burst 
followed that it was at least a minute before 
Gideon could go on : — 

** I vos 80 accomplished, you must see, 
x'^ At marbles none could play with me ; 
^* At buttons, too I came it stout, 
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" And beat 'em at bones all out and ont. 

^^ My laming nobody denies, 

" As this here proof will quite suffice, 
" You hear that I can spell them pat — 

" C, A, T, dog— and D, O, G, cat. 

^' Oh, Yot a pleasure laming is I 

'' The folks may jeer and thej may quiz ; 

** I Yos master's pet and missus's joy, 

^^ That Tos enough for the Charity Boy." 

^' So, thus you see how blest I are ; 
** In laming I bangs Newton ^. 
'* Vith a mind content yhere'er I goes, 
** And dressed in these here handsome clothes, 
**' I ever blesses the fate, Pm sure, 
^^ That made me humble, nuuie me poor : 
^' For oh I should I ever have knowed this joy, 
" If I hadn't a-been a poor Charity Boy ? 
^^ Oh, then how grateful I ought to be I 
*« And I is as grateful as grateful can be I 
'' For, oh, how seldom falls such joy 
** To the lot of the poor despised Charity Boy '' 

Betty winked ; John Dorking " bravo, 
bravoed !" Archibald made a drum of the 
crown of his hat ; Warren clapped his hands 
from the bottom of his heart ; Letty smiled 
her best thanks ; Christopher bumpered him 
another glass ; and filling, all round, ^^ begged 
to propose a toast." 

Archibald's hat called to silence. 

** Here's, then, to the health of "The 
Charity Boy," said Griggs ; "and hoping 
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to see him Lord Major of London Town 
some day» God wflling.^ 

Betty's cup was now full ; but^ still/^herseir, 
she was obliged to snatch Archibald's hat 
out of his hands by main force, to save the 
crown from being battered in :-f— ^.and there, 
Hannah knew, as well as she did, it had cost 
eighteen shillings only Michaelmas last." 

Bibbs came running in to see what was the 
matter; on which Christopher, remembering 
an engagement, '^ thought Letty had been 
down quite long enough for the first time f 
and, wishing good night, drew Warren with 
him by the arm to the street door. 

" Now can't you see?" said he^^o^^a voce, 
" or are you blind as a bat still ?" 

" What •? 

'^ Pshaw ! The sort of bait he'a catching 
his fish with ?" 

" How do you mean ?^ 

** You couldn't, anyhow, learn to sing a 
good flash song or two, could you? It might 
cut out that limb, and be your making." 

Bibbs passed out to put the screw through 
the shutter. 

" Highty Tighty sat on a wall," struck up 
Gideon, slipping out after her, to help :— 
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'* nighty Tighty sat on a wall ; 

^* Highty Tighty had a great fall ; 

** All the Kings's horses, and all the Ejng's men 

" Couldn't put ffighty Tighty up again." 

" Do you hear that ?" growled Griggs, 
gnashing his teeth. " Drat him ! let me 
only get him on my list one of these days^ 
and won't I give him a benefit ?'' 

If I stick to my rights, '* smiled Warren, 
'* don't you think that will answer every needful 
purpose ?'* 

Griggs grasped the hand held out- ** Yes, 
I should think so, by George ! Only stick to 
that, andy come good luck,— and dash my 
wig if we won't make you High SherriflF of 
the county some day." 



CHAPTER XX. 



THE commodore's HORNPIPE. 



Gideon's song had turned the scale in his 
favour ; and next day he was " he, he, 
heing** ahout, as safe and as saucy as ever. 

But Betty's humoiu* called for constant 
tickUng ; and, after spending an hour or 
two with Lucy Gwinnet, he determined to 
follow up his advantage with a bold stroke. 

Luckily, Cripple was well, and up, and 
about again. Griggs had made a famous 
cure of the crushed paw ; so that, beyond 
a little limp, no one would have guessed, by 
his look, that he had lately been on the 
sick-list. 

Sir Bradley's joy at seeing him on his legs 
again was so great I that nothing would 
suffice but that he should take him, and 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 357 

Gideon, as body-guard, an afternoon airing 
in his phaeton every other day, weather 
permitting, for a fortnight ; and so proud 
was Betty at the thought, that she went 
herself to Josiah Till's, to choose him a 
smart broad scarlet silk neck-tie, for the 
occasions ; which she tied on with her own 
hands ; and mightily amused seemed Cripple 
with it, stuck up in the rumble. 

The excitement up street and about made 
Gideon " he, he, he" so loud, that the fiery 
greys got into a gallop ; and, going through 
the market, it was as much as Sir Bradley 
could do to hold them in at all. Archibald 
ran to the window, and so did Griggs, as 
they tore by— Cripple's scarlet neckcloth, 
which had got untied, fluttering in the 
wind ; and at one moment, as they cut 
round the comer by Cow Lane, Christopher 
really thought would have been an accident, 
and so did his assistant; but, the near 
wheel just missing the lamp-post, they 
miraculously escaped ! and Griggs's) mind was 
considerably relieved. 

Betty, like the Rev. Blandon Plover, never 
went to bed on Monday nights, owing man 
anything. We are not quite sure she was 
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any more blessed for that. Fair scores be- 
tween man and man oftentimes rivet the 
links of the Christian social chain more 
than they dissolve them. 

Josiah Till sent in his weekly bill The 
scarlet neck-tie was not in it 

Betty demanded an explanation. 

Josiah had non6 to give ; except, " that 
he had set his heart on presenting The Com- 
modore with a litUe testimonial of his de- 
light on his convalescence ; and it would 
go next to break that heart, if Miss West- 
minster said anoAer word about it." 

Betty was obviously getting " deep in debt 

agam. 

Next day, Archibald Sharpe, attomey-at- 
law, was standing in his private room com- 
municating with the office, with his back 
to the fire, and his eyes resting on a great 
iron box, on which Tbustebs of the late 
Timothy Westminster, Esq., was painted 
in large white capitals, when, the door 
opening wide, in walked Miss Westminster. 

Out went both of Archibald's arms, oflfer- 
ing open way to his heart if Betty chose to 
take it. But Betty had come on business ; 
and, seating himself without ceremony, pro- 
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ceeded to untie a small bundle of papers 
which she held in her hand, and then to run 
her eye thoughtfully over them. 

Meanwhile, knowing what was comings 
Archibald put on his spectades, unlocked a 
drawer beside him, took out a memorandum 
book, and, dipping a pen in the ink, was 
ready to obey orders. 

But such close-closettings betwen lawyer 
aaid chent being of a strictly confidential 
nature, all we feel free to disclose about it, 
here, for the reader's satisfaction, is^ that the 
list Betty now put into Archibald's hand 
contained one name at the top, with such a 
startling sum next it ! that for a moment 
he stared as if he doubted the evidence of his 
sensi^s ! and, letting the ink get dry in his 
pen, had to take dip after dip, before he 
could collect himself sufficiently to do the 
simple act that was required of him. 

This at length achieved, the rest was short 
and pleasant work enough. 

But where on the list was Warren Wood- 
ford? 

Nowhere! and, throwinghimself back, puz- 
zled rather, in his chair^ Archibald ventured 
just to^ recall to' his fair client's recollect* 
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ion, ^^ that at the last visit she did him the 
honor to pay him, she made some mention 
of her nephew, '* Mr Woodford, in relation to 
the Reddington property, was it not ? and the 
HiUborough ' Old Bank ?' '' 

" H — ^m — yes — must think about it — 
time enough — ^not going to die yet," mut- 
tered Betty, tieing up her papers again. 
" Heard, hare you, the saucy trick the 
Commodore played Sir Bradley this mom- 
mg? 

« No— what ?" 

'^ The whip flacked his nose just opposite 
Christopher's ; and, I'm not worth a groat, 
if he didn't lean over, and snatch the 
baronet's hat off, and his new wig with it— 
true as gold's gold — and carry them all the 
way up street for himj and the boys 
holloing and hooting like mad after him ! 
till up he drove, laughing ready to burst, to 
show me his bald pate. — Yes, and offered 
me— offered me — true as you're living— how 
much do you think ? — £20 down— down on 
the nail — for my monkey — there's for you 
— noble, wasn't it ?" — and, Archibald giving 
way, out burst such a duet 1 that, catch- 
ing it up, off went the clerks, too I in the next 
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room, kicking the stools with their heels 
and pitching their pens into each other's 
faces, as if they had heard all about it. 

Betty was gone. 

Archibald gave a stem look again at the 
paper before putting it away; thought of 
something he wanted to say to Mr. Bates 
in the oflBce ; threw the paper down on his 
pad ; said what he had to say ; and then, 
bidding Jacob Quarles, the office boy, *' not 
be so wasteful with the coals he was throw- 
ing on his fire," locked his drawers; put the 
keys in his pocket ; and went in to have a 
biscuit and glass of wine for luncheon. 

No one knew better than Gideon Wolff 
when Betty went to her lawyers, and what 
came of it. She usually paid him a business 
visit about once a month ; but more than 
six months had now passed without Mr. 
Bates having had the honour of conducting 
her to a seat in the inner room with his cus- 
tomary politeness. This call, therefore, 
was a great event, and speculations were 
afloat to account for the long face Archibald 
wore about it. 

Jacob Quarles was the only uninquisitive 
one of them all ; and, further than what he 

VOL. !!• B, 
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might bave said to Oidedti on the subject, 
at his mother's that night, cared, seemingly, 
as little about it as sister Lucy did. 

Christopher Griggs, who attended the 
QuarW family, ** never could endure that 
Jacob ;" though, it must be owned, with all 
due deference to 'Christo|jber, that he often 
took extreme views of persons and things 
as well as other people, especially of boys 
with bad eyes, like Jacob bad. The fact is, 
his prof essionid r^mtation, of which he was* 
tender, had once been nearly damaged 
severely by an obstinate opthalmic case 
under his own roof, which defied all his 
iskill and endeavours ; till one day, lo and 
behold I he caught his rascally, young, fut, 
pudgy, pea-buttoned page, Hie sore-point in 
question, peeping and Ustening at the key- 
hole ; and, kicking him out, he never A^iXfr 
could tolerate the sight of a s^rving'^boy 
with sore eyes. 

Unquestionably, Jacob had a half^^crown 
in his pocket, the morning after Gideon was 
last at his mother's, which was not t^ere the 
night before ; and, if Gideon gave it him, 
no doubt it was for ample value first re- 
ceived. 
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At all events, the song was a splendid 
hit ! and now for a word, as Lucy suggested, 
in the Commodore's ear, by way of common 
gratitude. 

Betty was sitting working at some huck- 
aback towelling with Letty by the light of 
a single candle, when, leading Cripple in by 
a cord round his neck, in came Gideon ; and, 
making a low bow, forthwith began playing 
at leap-'frog with his nimble -friend round 
the room. 

Dropping her work in her lap, Betty sat 
shaking with laughter; till, at a ^ven 
signal, the Commodore leaped on his master's 
shoulder; and, offering Bnaur avoir hsxtdio 
each lady, was borne off covered with laurels, 
amidst such bursts of deafening applause 
as fall to the lot of veiy few first appear- 
ances. 

^^ Must teach him to dance a hornpipe," 
said Betty, as they sat at supper. 

" He, he, he ! ^w) we must ;" and n^tt day 
before breakfast out went Gideon into Cow 
Lane for a little shopping. 

PoUy received him with open arms ; and 
it would have been difficult 'to have asl^ed 
for anything in her line that Polly had not 
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got. Her stock comprised a wonderful 
miscellanea. Where they all came from 
was not so much a puzzle to understand, as 
where they all went to ; for, pass when you 
would during usual business hours, you 
hardly ever saw a customer in the shop. 
Y^et, Polly was reputed rich, in her way ; 
thpugh, to have seen her dirty face and 
hands, and uncombed hair, and rusty, 
ragged dress, you would have as soon thought 
of the " Old Bank" breaking, as of find 
ing the good round sum, enough to keep 
her in her old days, when Jacob took to the 
concern, that, by all accounts, was standing 
in Polly's name there. 

" And now, what is it Mr. Wolff wants 
this morning ?" asked PoUy, having bade 
him the top of the same. 

^^ About a yard and a half square of 
sheet-tin, mother, please ; a stout iron ring 
and staple ; a strong dog's collar and chain ; 
an old chaffing grate ; and — diet's see — yes — 
a bag of charcoal." 

" That aU ?" 

" All at present." 

" But you'll not be waiting for them 
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now ?" reckoned Polly, looking at the clock | 
" Jacob shall run in with them — when ?" 

Gideon thought a moment. 

'* It's prayers at the Old Church to-night 
isn't it ?" asked Polly. 

" H — m — yes — Friday — so it is — ^past 
seven — yes — that'll do;" and nodding good- 
bye, off he went at the top of his speed to 
\iharf-side, to be there before Warren came. 

The bell to evening prayers that night 
had not ceased two minutes, when Jacob 
Quarles, punctual boy, was at Betty's back- 
door, with a hand-barrow full of something, 
topped by an old blue lawyer's bag ; and 
there he stood, quiet as a mouse, till a sharp 
whistle making him prick his ears, he lifted 
the gate-latch, and, passing into the yard, 
delivered his burden to Mr. Wolff himself, 
who there awaited him ; and closing his 
horny palm on something was put into it, 
sheered off as noiselessly as he came in. 
Then Gideon, having lugged his treasures 
with all haste up stairs, and stowed them 
away in a closet, ran down again, slipped 
out at the front door, and, before Mr. 
Plover had got to the psalms, was in his 
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place iii the south aisle, making the 
responses in a manner most exemplary. 

Supper done, and up to bed : — " Now 
then/' grinned Gideon — " he, he, he— let's 
see what sort of a hand he is at a horn- 
pipe;" — and taking a chisel and mallet 
from under his mattress, and his morning 
purchases from the closet, it cost him 
small pains to cut a circular hole in 
the middle of the tin plate ; and then a 
smaller one in each comer, through which 
to pass a strong string that he fixed thereto. 
This done, he laid the tin on the floor in a 
couTenient position; and, thinking an instant, 
bored a hole with a gimblet through the 
middle into the board beneath ; then fixed 
the staple in it ; then thereunto attached 
the chain by one end ; and bringing the 
other through, to see that it played right — 
the job was finished, so far, seemingly much 
to his satisfaction. 

^' Beautiful, he, he, he I'' and, cutting 
through the mouldy paper and mortar abouL 
it with his pocket-knife, he pulled away the 
board from before the fire-place, nearly 
blinding himself with the dirt and dust of 
more than half a century that he brought 
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about his ears; Never mind^ it was all 
right — just what he wajited, — the^e was 
bricked- round space enough for a good-sized 
stove, had one been wanted, and a chimney 
big enough for three to: have sat in easily ; 
so,, hauling the charcQ^irburner out of the 
closet, he pitched it to his fancy ; and then 
piling up the charcoal into a conje, set fii^e 
to it; aad soon it was burning away a^ 
fierce as any furnace. 

But not to lose time, while this was 
about, he took a cqrd out, of a deal box atf 
the bed foot, aqd, sitting down ou the 
floor, first qut it into twelve equal lengths ; 
then plaited them, two and two,, with three 
inch knots apart ojl the way up — ^^ he, he, 
he, what a stinger !*' — and hiiying made a 
sort of cat-o'-niae tails of them^ tied it 
tight to a stout stick end ! and^ giving it a 
lash or two, to try it, threw it on a. chair, 
and took up the tin-^te. 

The beat was. now intense — " he, he^ he I** 
and having driven in a couple of nails to 
hold it on, he slung thje' tin over them by 
the two strings,. close tp the grate; so that 
in a little while it was so hot he could 
scarcely touqh it. 
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All was now ready ; and, stepping to Th^ 
Commodore, he invited him to come and 
have a warm, and a bit of a chat, and be 
sociable, before they said good night. 

It being a very unusual thing for The Com- 
modore to be disturbed out of his first 
sleep at that time of night, no wonder he 
stared a little at first, and manifested a de- 
cided disinclination to be in any particular 
hurry. 

But time was precious to Mr. Wolff ; and, 
telling him so plainly, Commodore Cripple 
yawned, stretched himself, and, having no 
alternative, followed his entertainer. 

The stiffling heat of the room evidently 
oppressed him ; and Gideon, scarcely able 
to breathe himself, opened the lattice a 
little, and both felt the fresh current ex- 
tremely refreshing; still, the Commodore was 
far from at his ease, and, eyeing the cause 
of it with anything but affection, retreated 
not ungracefully, and, pensively squatted 
himself in the furthest corner. 

'' Oh ! that's your manners is it ?" said 
Gideon, — " grumpy tonight ?" and snatch- 
ing up the " cat" — " now then, and look 
sharp — come, none of your nonsense — so 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 369 

-^so" —and, suiting the action to the word, 
Monsieur Belplanque himself might have 
taken a lesson, and been edified. 

"Mind — so— so— that's your sort. What, 
no — you won't, won't you ? Oh, you 
foolish !" and slipping the hot plate from 
off the nails, he swung it by the two strings 
clear over the staple, hooked the chain 
through it ; and, making a sudden spring at 
The Commodore's collar, dragged him by 
main force up to the scratch ; and, linking 
him fast; — "now won't you?" said he; 
" we'll see that ;" and, sticking his arms a- 
k?mbo, and whistling The White Cockade^ 
off they went together to the tune of it, 
dancing away at a pace, threw Gideon pre- 
sently into such a heat he could stand it no 
longer , but, falling back on his bed, as the 
tears rolled down The Commodore's cheeks 
in floods, could only lie kicking his heels un 
in the air and clapping his hands, he was so 
xhausted ! 
Exhausted or not, on went The Commo- 
dore, which was what convulsed Gideon 
most ; till, with a groan, he gave it up from 
sheer want of the power to move another 

b2 
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Step; and, mking aa his side, attered a 
piteous cry that went even to Gideon's 
flinty heart. 

^' Kiss 'em tinen/' he cried, jumping np 
and holding out hoth arms to make it up. 
'^ Did 'em call him cruel-— didn't 'em like 
dancmg hornpipes— humt 'em poor toes, 
did it ? — Kiss 'em then, and make it up." 
And, the kiss given ; '^ there then, shan't any 
more if 'em don't like ;" and, letting him 
go, off limped poor Cripple to the comer 
again, moaning with grief and anguish. 

'^ C(Miie, come, don't be sulky. Oh, what 
a plain face ! Show 'em leeth, will 'em — no, 
don't ;" and slinging up the tin again :— 

^' Another little danee, Mamma won^t mindy 
^^ Mamma won^t mind, Mamma wonH mindii" 

sung Gideon, flourishing the '^cat" over 
his head; but, unable to stir a step 
more. Cripple, crouching down, put on a 
look so abject ! that, offering his hand ; — 
" Very weU — tired ? — I shouldn't wonder. 
Poor old toes!" Yes, yes — ''put a bit of 
goose grease on 'em— there — there," — and, 
embracing each other. The Commodore 
crawled back to his bed; but whether to 
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sleep as spijnidiy as his xoaAter, or to brood 
QYer hifi wrongs^ without a. wink all the 
wretched long nighty t\m hi^toiy knoweth 
not. 

AU the mme^ the dracingrlessojia wegut on 
daily ; till, perfect at all poiiatts, Frofessor 
Wolff gave out, that The? Comiopdore's Be: 
iiefit was, Uh come off ior ten days^ Under 
Distinguished patronage." 

The announcement creaiied a ti^ioendous 
sensationil 

The next day Lady BeU^hatw aod the 
fiery greys were at the door an hour after 
breakfaaL 

Her Ladyship had coifte with a proposal 
to which she would take i^ refu^cJi. viz., 
that '^ The Benefit'^ should come oft at 
Lpwdon HQU9e,. if MisQ We9jtoun£|ter would 
only promise to delight them with her pre- 
sence there that night ?" 

Betty would take a day and night to con- 
sider of it. 

" You wUl go— now, won't you ?" urged 
Gideon, in the same sad but musical tone 
that went to her heart so when she first 
heard it addressing her at Polly Quarlcs' ; 
" I shall break my heart else 1" 
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^' Tender as that Hs it ," laughed Betty. 

** 111 bet you a penny she don't, Mr. 
Wolfl^" whispered Bibbs, presently after, 
loud enough to be overheard. 

" Done !'• cried Betty, popping in her 
head;— and off ran Gideon with the joyous 
tidings to Lowdon House. 

It spread like wUdfire. Hillborough was 
wild with wonder I 

" What's the matter ?" 

" Betty Westminster's going to a grand 
party at Lowdon House T' 

" Never ? Shades of my ancestors !" 

" Fact 1 Already they've issued more 
than a hundred invitations !" 

" Grood heavens !** 

" Fact !" 

" What next? Is the world coming to 
an end ? Who's to be there ?" 



CHAPTER XXL 



THE BENEFIT. 



** Love Me — Love my Dog* 



" Who's to be there ?" 

It is a question of absorbing interest to 
the small gentry of a country town, when 
one of its chiefs is sending out cards for a 
grand party. 

Some simple, warm-hearted, hospitable, 
folks may think it the easiest thing in the 
world to get together a good, spirited, 
sparkling evening party, with a tolerable 
list of friends, anywhere. 

Possibly anywhere but in a country town. 

Dinners are altogether another matter. 
They are manageable enough, where there 
is any sort of neighbourhood, and sociability 
to back it Little select cliques and coteries 
can easily collect in eights and tens over the 
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saupe aux icrevisses, dinde aux irouffles, and 
colelleties d la SoubisCy and do it stylishly ; 
but, throw open their rooms for a soirie 
dansanie ou mtisicale^ and, nine times out of 
ten, either what an awfully stiff, stuck-up 
affair, or vulgar squeeze ! 

. Lady, Bellshaw, on ihe exceedingly excit- 
ing occasion under notice, enlarged her 
noble heart to' its utmost limits, and made 
Sir Bradley positively understand, that not 
a presentable person in the neighbourhood 
of their numerous acquaintance should on 
any account be omitted, She never felt less 
squeamish. She had set her heart on a 
regular cram, for once, and she would 
have it. 

At any time Lady Bellshaw loved a ball, 
for she looked magnificent in full-dress ! and 
moreover, rejoiced to see young folka hapj^y^ 
Sir Bradley, too, whose once raven-black 
locks were hardly yet beginning to tell t^les^ 
even about, his temples, enjoyed a valley at 
heart, as much as when, at the CheltenJbam 
county ball, he carried off Caroline Douglas^ 
from all competitors. 

The Rev'd Blandon Plpver gave a. decided 
preference to dinner parties. In a baJlTroom 
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he felt nobody. " And why ?** smiled Dora; 
Fawn, ayounglady, andnear neighboorswho 
knew him well, to comet Harold Gawking* 
ton, of the Blues, whom the reader wilF 
know better presently. " Don*t you see ? 
Because there's nothing for him to do at a 
ball— till supper but to look on at others 
enjoying themselves ?" 

" Devilish slow, that's, true it must be for 
parsons till supper," '^ must'nt it " agreed 
Harold. 

Intense became the excitement as Wed- 
nesday drew near \ It would be Betty West- 
minster's first appearance in pubHc since 
the death of brother Timothy ; and when it 
was no longer a doubt that Mr. Wolff and 
The Commodore really were to dance a 
hornpipe together, in costume. By Special 
Cmnmandy the anxiety to procure invitations 
got to such a pitch ! that any one would have 
supposed, to have walked through the old 
town on Tuesday, something doleful was as- 
suredly going to happen, there were so many 
long faces everywhere. 

" Who's to be there?" you heard, go where 
you would. 

" Everybody " 

Pleasant intelligence very for those who 
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were left out. Of course Betty Westminster 
was the great card. The whole of High 
Street was out of its wits. ^^ Was she a 
Westminster?" " Was the world coming to 
an end?" "What next?" 

There was reason for it. It was Betty^s 
first public entry into fashionable life. 

" What freak has she got into her head 
now" asked one ? 

"Going, is she, to turn fine lady?" 
sneered another. 

Gracious ! what would Daddy say, and 
Tim, if they could look out of their graves?" 
wondered a third." 

" Times are altered with a vengeance 1" 
cried a fourth, 

" I wonder how she'll dress ?" tittered 
Miss Simpson. 

" Clever hand that Sir Bradley ' ' chuckled 
JoshiahTiU. Yes -"how indeed?"— 

The thought kept Letty Gordon awake a 
whole night. " Something must be done, 
and she must do it." 

Now, up in her old oak-wardrobe Betty 
had a rich black flowered satinet that had 
once belonged to her mother. She set great 
store by it, for old memories, and looked 
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at, and shook it out, and folded it up agaiil 
regularly once a fortnight ; so that, having 
been but little worn, it was still pretty 
nearly as fresh and handsome as the first 
time it was put on.« 

Letty's eyes sparkled. The very thing ! 
and setting to work — for richness of material, 
and style of make, when Letty turned it 
out of hand. Miss Simpson might have tried 
tiU doom's day, and not suited Miss Betty 
better. Then there was a cap to be thought 
of, or turban. These were not so easy a 
matter. Betty's face did not become every- 
thing. "The prevailing modes," " she said, 
" made her look so brazen and staring — 
all eyes and nose and cheek-bones ;" and, 
nutting on her usual best Sunday cap with 
the high frill-shaped front, she was so fond 
of— ** wouldn't that do," she asked, "with 
a smart flower or two in it?'* 

Letty shook her head. 

"He, he, hel — I know what I'd wear," 
giggled Gideon, "if I were Miss West- 
minster." 

Betty laughed. "And what do you know 
about it, saucy?" 

" He, he, he !— I'd' go without anything; 
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only powder my hair a bit, and poll it back 
tight off my forehead, he, he he I like they 
do when they're going to wash themselves — 
it's all the go now, he, he, he T' 

"Stay, a moment" cried Betty, sud- 
denly recollecting herself and hmrying in 
high humour up stairs. 

" He, he, he ! that rvotUd be stunning, 
wouldn't it. Miss Letty?" 

"There," exclaimed Betty, returning, and 
dropping a roU of rare old point-lace into 
Letty's lap ; "guess what that's worth a 
yard." 

"He, he, he! — wants washing first, though 
dont it?" 

"Washing" screamed Bett). "Get along 
with you." 

Yellow as it was, Letty knew its worth 
very well ; and, pouncing on it, asked only 
to have tiU next day by noon, to show the 
sort of cap, with some bugles, and a 
marabout feather, she had in her mind's eye 
to fashion with it. Bearing in view the 
eyes, nose, and cheek-boned, and the fa- 
vorite frill-fronts — before the dock stood at 
12 next day, Letty came down with her 
work ; and, begging to be allowed to adjust 
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it herself— Betty's dfelight was so great! 
that nothing would do but she must display 
it to them all, one after the other, as they 
came: in that afternoon; though Letty 
warned her, " if she did, it would be the* 
talk of the whole town before nightfall. 
And so it was, and famously Betty enjoyed it. 

At last came the longed-for evening. 
The arrivals were following each other fast, 
when up dashed Betty in a close chariot 
drawn by a pair of greys, which Sir Bradley- 
hadinsisted on sending for her that evening; 
and, taking the Baronet's arm, she made 
her way, followed bj Warren Woodford, 
through a retinue of gorgeous liveries and 
choice hot-house plants, all in fuU flower, 
although it was midwinter, to the robing 
room. 

After a cup of coffee. '* Ah I at it al- 
ready,'* smiled Sir Btadley, at the sound of 
the music ; " shall we go and join them ?" 
And leading his precious prize to Lady 
Bellshaw, — ^the flutter that went round 
might well make the baronet's cheeks tingle 

— to think, " that in the eyes of every one 
present not far short of a million sterling 

was then hanging, as yet perhaps undis^ 

posed of, on his arm." 
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It might have been feared, from her usual 
homely habits, that Betty would have felt 
strange and awkward in a ball-room, with 
all eyes on her, and in the midst of such a 
brilliant assembly. On the contrary — ^had 
she been a constant guest in halls of high 
estate from her cradle, she could not have 
lounged more at her ease than she did that 
night on Lady Bellshaw's costly satin sofas. 
Nay^ she plumped herself down, dowager- 
fashion, with a weight and consequence 
made two or three titled ladies stare again ; 
forgetting, that if Betty had never been at 
court, as they had, she did not owe a farthing 
in the world, and, moreover, if she wanted 
it, could put her finger on — " Oh, mints of 
money I" Dora Fawn said ; " which made 
Harold Gawkington, on whose arm Dora 
was leaning, stare at her^ with eyes and 
mouth wide open, in such an odd manner . 
that Betty, turning to Lady Bellshaw, asked 
her, loud enough to be overheard, — " who's 
that silly, sleepy looking youth there ?" 

Being informed that he was the only son 
of his father, and heir to great wealth. 

•' What a pity !" she said— opening her 
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mouth and eyes wide, in imitation ; " poor 
creature ! was he born so ?" 

Passed from lip to lip fast enough, it soon 
ran the round, and was the talk and titter 
all over the room, bringing all eyes on the 
young Cornet ; but he, placing it to the 
account of his handsome face and figure, 
gave himself such airs all the evening, that 
Betty told Sir Bradley " she was quite sure 
he must be either silly, or belong to a crack 
regiment, which was it ?" 

Mr. Griggs and Mr. Sharpe advancing to 
shake hands. Sir Bradley was spared a pang. 
Then the Rev. Blandon Plover and Florence 
joining them, and, forming a little circle 
Betty whispered to John Dorking, " that 
she never felt more at hojie in her life." 

" If you would only honour me," said 
Sir Bradley, throwing into his tone and 
manner that irresistible fascination for which 
he was still without a rival when he chose 
to be, " by dancing the next quadrille 
with me ?" 

If Betty had been at home she would have 
laughed out loud, as it was, she only smiled, 
as : " how long now — no nonsense — do 
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you suppose my dancing days haye been 
over?'* she said, tapping bim with her fan. 

Sir Bradley bid his face in both white kid 
gloyes, shocked at such a fib I 

"Well then," he bargained, " I may hold 
myself, thafs a promise, for the after supper 
country dance, and the Roger de Coverky ?*' 

" Who's that oppoEdte," hurriedly asked 
Betty, " my nephew Warren's being in- 
troduced to by Lady Bellshaw — there — next 
the black velvet and pearls ?" 

" Nay, caliber Caroline. Don't you inow 
them ? The Harlowes, Glenwhyn." 

" What I that the beautiful Alice Harlowe 
they make such a talk about ?" 

Sir Bradley shrugged his shoulders. It 
was a way he had— -he learnt it in Paris — 
and stood for yes, or no, equally weU, just 
as occasion needed. 

" Call her beautifid ?" 

Another shrug. 

Betty evidently took it for, " yes, you may 
well say that. Beautiful indeed ! No ac- 
counting for tastes in this world, is there ?" 

" Something classical about her face," 
<said Mr. Plover ; " though hardly piu*e 
Roman, is it ?" 
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" Classical ! What's that ?'' asked Betty. 

Mr. Plover erplained ^hait he meaDt, as 
well as, coming to no point as usual, he well 
could ; but, failing to make himself clearly 
understood, Florence Plover iook him up 
^hort; and, endeavouring to prove tliat 
Blandon, in truth, meant just the contrary 
to what he said. Betty was lost in a mist, 
and Mr. Plover insensibly, fell back into 
himself again. 

" You prefer a little more animation 
perhaps ?" -said Sir Bradley. 

'' Pinch her," laughed Betty, " and see 
if it would make her jump.** 

There was an audible titter from a bunch 
of May-Blossoms sitting near. 

" I must acknowledge," agreed Mr. 
Griggs, ^^ that a little more animation would 
be no detriment ; but that style of beauty 
never has it. If you want animation as well 
as sound— sense, you must — ^you must" — 

^^ Choose such another as Eliza Griggs, 
Pll be bound for it ; with good-natured grey 
^es, and a nose a little turned up," laughed 
Betty ; and threw the May*Blossoms nearly 
into convulsions ! 

^^ I am not much of a judge of the 



384 BETTY WESTMINSTER. 

classical/' answered Archibald, " it don't lie 
in my way now ; but I should have thought, 
from pictures they give us, that Miss Har- 
lowe's nose and mouth decidedly approached 
rather the pure Grecian than the Eoman." 

" Pure Grecian !" cried Florence, opening 
her large, cold, watery eyes with surprise. 
" That nose Grecian ?" fired Dora Fawn. 
** That mouth anything like Haidie's, or 
Medoras, or ' The Maid of Athens'?" 

" Mercy, who are they ?" asked Betty. 

" Who indeed ?" groaned Mr. Plover, 
with a shudder. 

^' Hillborough folks, eh ?" 

The May-Blossoms were again convulsed, 
but kept it in behind their fans. 

'^ Questionable sort of acquaintance, those 
individuals you speak of, Miss Dora, I'm 
afraid," quoth Sir Bradley, looking down 
at his boots ; " altogether doubtful cha,- 
racters, don't you think, Miss Dora ?" 

'' I only mentioned them, as reputed 
beauties of that school," explained Dora, 
smelling hard at the bouquet in her hand. 
" I assure you I know nothing personally 
of them further." 

Mr. Plover heaved a deep sigh of relief. 
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" The best part of her, all to nothing, is 
her dress," said Betty; " modest and pretty 
enough that, if you like." 

All agreed in a breath that it was re- 
markably pretty I except Florence Plover, 
who saw^^ every bit as much vanity in a simple 
white muslin, and nothing but a row of pearls 
in the back hair, as in the costliest toilette in 
the room. No doubt she thought it be- 
coming, or she wouldn't wear it." 

" And so it is, that's true," said Betty. 
" And, I know, never broke them to buy it, 
either, ready money, white sash and all. 111 
bet a farthing ;" — at which moment Warren 
oflTering Ahce Harlowe his arm, Lady 
Bellshaw went over to Mrs. Harlowe, and 
they took their places in the quadrille just 
fbrmed. 

Polkas and deux-temps were not the rage 
then, you know, gentle reader, as they are 
now. Quadrilles formed the chief dances, 
varied with the slow old German valses; for 
true grace, how much more elegant than the 
breathless deitx4emps. Form some sets of eight 
in each, in a good-sized room, and see how the 
true points of the genus homo will come out — 
bow very natural it is that irate Snooks and 

VOL. II. 8 
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Snobbins "can't stand those slow quadrilles." 
But this is entirely a matter of taste ; as 
also was Warren Woodford's, in choosing 
Alice Harlowe for a first partner that night, 
tliough dressed only in a book-muslin of 
the simplest, and without bud or blossom in 
her hair ; and around him such ^' splendid 
girls 1" as Harold Grawkington called them, 
decked out in all the latest fashions of 
May-Fair — that even Mr. Plover admitted 
" it really was a very exciting scene!" 

The kindred thoughts and sympathies 
that draw and hold congenial hearts to- 
gether often, at first sight, are very strangle 
afiairs. 

What was there in that simple white 
muslin dress, withbut ornament of any kind, 
that, from the moment it entered the room, 
called Warren's eyes off every other to it 
alone, and there kept them rivetted in a sort 
of dizzy delight I to a forgetfulness almost, 
once or twice, of what was due to good 
breeding ? 

Like Mr. Plover, though in a different 
way, he had been dazzled and bewildered 
by the brilliant beauties around him, but 
ntjtfaing more; nor was it till that white 
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muslin dress, or, rather, the simple loveli- 
ness of the wearer that adorned it, caught 
his gaze, that his heArt told him, ^' it had 
beheld for the first time in its life a female 
form after its own fashion/' 

The gush of new-found joy that accom- 
pamed the discovery was not lessened by 
the conviction — and it had its vanity — ^that 
his evident admiration was not unnoticed, 
nor displeasing: ; and the confused thoughts 
it gave lise to, made him look for a minute 
or two so foolish, that, encountering Alice 
Harlow's eyes fixed 'on him, the blushes 
came, and went, and came again so fast, at 
the thought of what he would give to 
dance the next quadrille with her, that, 
though he saw Harold Gawkington drawing 
on his glove, and evidently resolved to cut 
him out, there ho stood rooted to the spot, 
as if tied down by some spell he could not 
break from. 

It buttoned so tight did Harold's glove, 
that, after several ineflfectual attempts, in 
despair, he besought Dora Fawn " to take 
pity on him, and make ha^te and try her 
pretty little fingers." 

" Make haste — for what ?" 
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There might he just time, for evidently 
Dora was in no hurry; and, summoning 
courage, Warren crossed to where Lady 
Bellshaw stood, chatting with the May- 
Blossoms and Mr. Plover ; and asking her 
to introduce him ; the next minute brought 
Harold up ; and took him back again to 
Dora's side, — *^ sold," he said, " by that 
confounded country fellow!" 

There are some exquisite moments of our 
life which are worth all the rest to us for 
intensity of true and pure joy. With the 
exception of his mother's, Warren had never 
seen or dreamt of any female face and form 
so faultlessly lovely as hers, who now stood 
eagerly listening to his fond talk ot her and 
home. Since he had been in Hillborough, 
no heart but John Dorking's had offered, to 
which he could in any measure freely con- 
verse on those themes ; but John's, good as 
it was, and generous, wanted the one all 
sovereign charm, whether for joy or sorrow, 
alone to be found in woman's tender sym- 
pathies. And, now, what happiness ! — there 
was a sweet echo for every thought, almost 
before expressed — an echo he had never 
heard before — heard chiming in so sweetly. 



BETTY WESTMINSTER. 389 

SO harmoniously so entirely, with every 
chord of the God-adoring music of his own 
soul — no, not even from his mother's lips ; 
and yielding to its entrancing influence, well 
might Dora Fawn and Harold quiz away, 
greatly amused, from their snug settee in 
the corner; and Betty, narrowly eyeing 
every look, smile in her sleeve at the thought 
of " what castles of content somebody was 
building up in such a hurry, and not a 
shilling yet, that she knew of, to pay even 
for brick and mortar." 

" I have often heard your name men- 
tioned at home," said Alice, venturing a 
longer look than she had till then had 
courage for. 

'^Indeed?" 

" Your father was a captain, was he not, 
in the 46th ?" 

'^ Yes." 

" Did you never hear him talk of Major 
Harlowe ?'* 

" He died before I was born," replied 
Warren, sadly. 

A deep blush overspread Alice's neck and 
checks. 

"True— how forgetful of me!'* and, 
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looking up in his face, Warren wanted no 
words to assure him " how grieved she felt 
at the thought that inadvertently she had 
given him pain." 

^^ And your father was of the same 
regiment, then, as mine ?" asked Warren. 

^^ Yes ; and, Mamma says, they loved each 
other like brothers. '' 

Warren s heart beat thick ; but, aware 
that his aunt's eyes were on him, scannmg 
every gesture and movement, he governed 
himself admirably ; though he found it very 
difficult to supfuress the words thp^t rose to 
his lips at that moment. 

^' But how did you know," he asked, 
'^ that my father and Captain Woodford of 
the 46th. were one and the same person ?" 

" You saw Sir Bradley talking with 
Mamma just before we were introduced ? 
He was telling her all about you.** 

" Ah— then"— 

" You are spared a long story.* Yes, I 
know it all already. And that is your Aunt 
Betty, as they call her, m the black satin 
dress and pink China-crape scarf ? Not at 
all like your mother, is she ?*' 

" Oh no — not in the least — no more like 
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her than you are ;'' and, thinking he had 
perhaps said too much, as he felt the 
colour mount to his cheeks; — "but she is 
very good and kind to me," he added ; 
** and I am v?ry happy !"— which was quite 
true at that moment — " very happy indeed 
at Hillborough ; though, of course, there's 
no place — no place equal to dear old 
Rexbury. And do you. really think you shall 
like Hillborough ?" 

" Oh, yes, I think so, when we know it 
better. It was once your grandfather 
Geoff ry's property, was it not?" 

" The Hermitage, as they call it ? Yes. 
He sold it, I believe to the Bellshaw's — to Sir 
Dudley Bellshaw, at a high price, when he 
bought Lowdon House. My Aunt aever 
quite forgave him for it. It's a sweet place 
I believe. It will be charming when the 
flowers are out !" 

Oh, yes, beautiful ! Your aunt is very 
rich is she not ? 

"Yes, in worldly wealth, very." 

" Poor woman !*' 

I r 

Warren started. 

" You wonder at my saying poor ?" 
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It is the first time I ever heard her called 
so by lips in Hillborough." 

" How very rude of me !" 

" How true, how exactly what my own 
have had scores of times on them, longing 
to give uljterance to, but dared not, ssdd 
Warren's heart to itself; but, the grand 
rand coming to a close, there was no time 
then for further thought about it; and 
making his best bow, and o«Fermg his arm, 
he led Alice back to her seat, lost in a 
maze of unutterable of delights I while Lady 
Bellshaw was whispering, Betty, " that she 
did not wonder in the least at the girls 
falling in love with him ; she should be over 
head and ears herself to a certainty, if she 
were seventeen.*' 

Mrs Harlowe's eyes had not been idle 
during the dance any more than Aunt 
Betty's ; and, her sweet child by her mater- 
nal side again, she received Warren so gra- 
ciously ; that, seeing smiles only on Betty's 
brow, too, he let loose his heart in a way 
was so new to him, that, could his mother and 
Peter have been little birds, perched within 
eye and ear-shot on that beautiful camellia 
on the gilt tripod in the comer, would have 
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made them open both theirs, we suspect, 
wider than they had ever opened them before 
in their lives All the same, Harold might 
come up now as fast as he liked, and as often, 
with his slow-black, sleepy glances, and his 
dazzling white teeth — " she was engaged to 
him, Warren Woodford, that was certain, 
for another quadrille ; a valse, if Mamma 
had no objection ; the supper-dance, before, 
it not after, whatever it might be; and — he 
was not quite sure — either for the Spanish, 
or the De Coverly ; he must ask Lady Bell- 
shaw for which of them it was that he 
was pledged to her ?" 

" The ball was at its height — figure after 
figure being formed with a spirit that 
Lowdon House was famous for. It was 
literally what Lady Bellshaw intended it 
should be, ^ a cram,' in its fullest sense ; and 
for an hour or two poor Mr. Plover's certain 
character to support went most ruthlessly 
unheeded. 

The clocks were pointing to eleven, when 
Sir Bradley, elatedly re-appearing after a few 
minutes' absence, hurried up to Betty ; and, 
whispering something which made her clap 
her hands, the next moment a gong re- 

s 2 
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sounded from the hall — ^the doors were 
thrown wide, — and, leading in his Monkey 
hy a gold-cord, a poor Savoyard entered, and, 
humhly howing to the company, ^^ craved 
permission to make a little eidiihition for 
their amusement." 

A simultaneous shout of welcome greeted 
the new comer ! 

There was a general rush to the side seats, 
by which a sufficient space was soon cleared 
at one end of the room ; and, having, first, 
respectfully intimated to his friends and 
patrons, '* That, in consequence of an acci- 
dent, he had the misfortune to be without 
his organ," Gideon slipped the cord from 
The Commodore^s neck, and, turning to the 
baud, '^ begged to know if they would have 
the kindness to play him" ^The White 
Cockade ?^-r-which set Betty off into such a 
fit of gaiety, as also Sir Bradley and Lady 
Bellshaw, that even Mr. Flower could not 
keep his countenance ; and, the key-note 
given, the roof-rang again ! and it was at least 
two minutes beforo the comet could blow 
a note. 

And now came such crowding and squeez- 
ing to get a look, it was wonderful how the 
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flounces and furbelows stood it But curiosity 
is a good-natured as well as a vulgar animal, 
or how would the haul ton ever bear the 
terrible tortures they do at St James's? 

Harold Gawkington stood six feet one, 
without his boots^ and didn't Harold hug 
himself that night on his inches ? 

Poor Dora was a little body —"his pocket- 
Venus," Harold used to call her in afterdays, 
when he had a right; and didn't she keenly 
feel her want of them that evening ? But 
Harold, spjdng " that confounded country 
fellow!" and Alice Harlowe opposite, just 
placed for a good quiz, after a little ma- 
nceuvring hooked a stool between them, and 
mounting Dora theron, Warren was not go- 
ing to have all that happiness to himself so 
cleverly, he need not have thought it. 

Up struck the band. Expectation was 
at its hi£:hest; and while The Commodore, 
magnificently attired in scarlet doth trow- 
sers and pale blue and silver embroidered 
tunic, with a white Ostrich feather in his 
black beaver, turned up with a brilliant star, 
took his place a little in the rear ; Gideon, 
handsomely habited in the dress of his 
country, stepped forward, and, again making 
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his salutations, went through his part in a 
manner, T. P. Cook, had he heen present, 
would have taken home with him, and, 
possibly, laid to heart a little ; but, amidst 
such thunders of applause as would have 
been ringing in his ears, would have found a 
noble consolation which, nothing else on 
earth could ever have given him. 

It was now The Commodore's turn; and 
words are inadequate to convey any idea 
of the intense curiosity depicted on every 
face at this moment. Gideon's was a great 
triumph ! But when Cripple came forward, 
and, with his plumed hat in his hand, made 
his bow almost to the ground, the delight 
and enthusiasm rose to such a pitch ! that he 
was kept for more than a minute with his 
toes in the 5th position, before Sir Bradley 
could succeed in giving the signal for the 
music to re-commence. 

Then when, at last oflF, he stuck his arm 
a-kimbo, and getting into full swing, gave the 
famous T. P. Cook shuffle — Lowdon House 
will long remember it! It was a feat that of 
highest art will be chronicled for ever in the 
annals of Hillborough, as long as there are 
tongues to tell and ears to listen to it ! 
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Down came the bouquets in showers at 
his feet ; and when he picked the one up, 
thrown by Betty's hand, and pressed it 
to his heart, while Gideon gracefully collected 
the others, and presented them on one knee ; 
well might Sir Bradley, in extacies, offer on 
the spot " any money for The Commodore 
that his fortunate mistress asked for him ; 
and Lady Bellshaw, rushing forward, with 
her own hands fastened a monster cockade of 
silver satin on his breast ; and then, leading 
him round, present him to her friends, " as 
a star, in his own hemisphere of such dazzling 
promise, that it was utterly impossible to say 
what he would attain to !" 

"The muzzle and chain he deserves, horrid 
brute," whispered Griggs to John Dorking ; 
and his master, too, before long, eh, John ? 
Gad, I only wished I had the whip-handle 
of him for half an hour. By Jove ! I'd 
teach him a dance, John, should make him 
caper.'* 

The play over, Gideon and The Commodore 
retired, previous to supper, to their dressing 
room —the grand lions of the evening ! ! not 
withstanding Florence Plover's sarcastic 
sneers, to the efFect that, " Absurdity" — 
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she took the iclea from a cleyer writer she had 
been reading, — that, ^'ahsm^ty was the re- 
ligion and the rule of practice of more than 
half the world ;*' and, further, that, " the 
fools of this world were humanely madq fqr 
the amusement of the wise." Oh» Florence, 
Plover I that from such lips as thine ? 

Supper announced, Mr Wolff attended 
The Commodore to an ante-room, where a 
deUcious little private repast was expressly 
laid for him ; Lady Bellsb^w considerately 
thinking, ^^ that, ^ft^r the fatigues of the 
evening, he would prefer an hojir or so's 
quiet before joining them again j" — and, 
having seen that he wanted for nothings 
Gideon got away, just in time to edge him- 
self in nearly opposite Warren apd Alice 
Harlowe, who, if looks at such times go for 
anything, ^ - were thinking a great deal more 
of each other, " Dora whispered to Harold, 
''than of the good things before them;" while 
Mr Plover, at Lady Bellshaw's right elbow, 
was doing duty in a manner, to judge by 
the pleasant smile on his countenance, very 
much more to his satisfaction — which was ^ 
great comfort to Dora — than he had h^if. 
doing all the evening before, — ** forging,** 
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she said 'Afresh thunders in his. heart, thoiigh 
with that bland face, to hurl at them from 
the pulpit next Sunday, for all such vanities 
and vain-glories — which seemed so deceitful, 
didn't it ?." 

And now, the champagne- corks set flying, 
well might the tall powdered gentlemen in 
light blue be-silvered dress coats and red 
velvet breeches, behind the chairs, wink at 
each other, to see and hear the rate at which 
Sir Bradley, and * Gold Betty ' sitting beside 
him, were laughing and rattling on with their 
fun and nonsense ; while the Vicar, finding 
the wine good, had enough to do, too ; for, 
scarcely had he put down his glass, poor 
man I before, what with one challenge or 
another, up it was again; till Dora Fawn — 
who never loved him since " he prea,ched at 
her," she declared, **one Sunday, about dress 
and dancing"— could not refrain from whis- 
pering, loud enough for Florence Plover to 
hear if she liked : — " what a happy release 
for him, so to speak, when the numerous 
claims on him, poor soul ! are all liquidated/' 

And now, the ladies gone. Sir Bradley 
took the head ; and the hum and hubbub, 
and clatter of fre^ glasses, and spooi^, send 
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plates, and knives and forks, and unloosed 
tongues that followed, shewed the real work 
of the night had begun in earnest. 

Pop!— pop!— pop!— pop!— went the merry 
corks again one after the other — to the tune 
of how many, was never counted, be sure, 
at Lowdon. 

Gideon smacked his lips; and, thinking of 
the Roger De Coverley, " he, he, he I 
wouldn't that be a spree ?" — And, presently 
stealing to the sideboard on which stood a 
massive silver-mouted cut-glass trio of raw 
spirits, he filled a champagne-glass more than 
half full of cognac ; then, " topping up" 
with the creaming sweet grape, slipped 
along up the table ; and, during a speech, in 
honor of the ladies, from Mr Plover, 
adroitly changed glasses with Sir Bradley ; 
and, regaining his seat^ drank the toast with 
the rest in a bumper — and " he, he, he !" 
down went the little playful deception to 
the last drop, as though it had been milk. 

Toast followed toast — for then toasts were 
the fashion — and speech speech ; but not 
without Gideon succeeding in his humourous 
slight of hand once more; — when the bandin 
full play again, "another bumper all round," 
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cried Sir Bradley ; " and then go and foot 
it away, if you like, till cock-crow " 

It seemed, indeed, as if that were the full 
determination of hoth host and hostess that 
night ; for, lest there should he too many 
early droppers off, a monster-bowl of punch 
made its appearance on the sideboard ; which 
settling the point at once with the steady 
remainders — on went the music, to the tune 
of it, at a rate made even Betty's dancing 
days come back again. 

" Ah I the De Coverley ?" cried Lady 
Bellshaw, running to Gideon. " Where is 
The Commodore ? I must have my beau, 
The Commodore, for the De Coverley." 

Off ran Gideon ; and in less than three 
minutes in he came again with The Commo- 
dore, arm in arm ; both, after a sip of 
curacoa together, evidently to the full as 
much disposed to keep it up as any of them. 

" He must and shall taste the punch,'* 
insisted Sir Bradley, fetching him a glass 
of it. 

Betty Westminster roared again. 

Mr. Plover here made his bow. 

" Time for good folks to be in bed,' 
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whispered Dora. " Liked his sapper, though. 
But, won't he give it us all on Sunday !" 

Christopher Griggs watched the punch 
disappearing, and felt for their head-aches 
next morning. It always gave him a, 
dreadful one ; so, he fought shy of it, though 
he ladled it out as if it had been the finest 
antacid stomachic in his surgery. 

John Dorking, against all decorum, kept 
yawning shockingly, and every now and 
then stealthily looking at his watch — think- 
ing of poor Letty sitting up for them, and 
*^ whether it would seem rude if he got his 
hat and stole away to comfort her. ?" 

Dora Fawn never felt less tired in her 
life ; and had no wish on earth ungratified 
but that ^' Harold would speak out a little 
more and come to the point." 

H-arold, with Alice Harlowe in sight, had 
no such immediate intention that night; 
and just then The Commodore treading on 
his boots, for which he " confounded his 
ugly head I'' and then, he, Harold, treading 
on his, Cripple's tail, in return, which 
threatened " a regular shindy, he, he, he 1'* 
— Mrs. Harlov^e deemed it time to shake 
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hands and bid good night ; and accepting 
Warren's right arm, as Alice took the left : 
— '' How excessively foolish of dear Caro- 
line I" she murmured, as they stood waiting; 
for their carriage ; " I really am quite 
surprised at her !" 

" Poor wretched creature !*' said Alice, 
as she closed her shawl tighter round her 
throat, by Warren's advice, against the raw 
morning air ; " how pleased your aunt seems 
with his antics ?'' 

" Disgusting I— monstrous !*' muttered 
Mrs. Harlowe. " There's not a pin to 
choose between mistress and monkey. What 
can Caroline be thinking of ?" 

" He, he, be 1 "giggled a squeaking voice 
behind them. 

Warren cast a sharp glance at the listener. 

" What an extremely forbidding face 1" 
said Mrs, Harlowe, under her breath. " I 
really hardly know which is uglier — his, or 
his monkey's »*" 

" It is very cruel, don't you think so ?" 
whispered Alice. " Cruelty alone could 
have taught him all that, poor thing !" 

" He, he, he 1" and, rolling off home, 
little thought Alice and her mother just 
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then, any more than Warren, of the deep 
interest Gideon Wolff was taking in them. 

On continued the band — with the pri- 
vate little punch-bowl at their elbows in 
the corner — ^with unflagging spirit 

But the clocks now were pointing to 4. 
The cocks were crowing lustily at each 
other — and even the Lowdon Ball must have 
an end, if there were to be any sleep that 
day ; or, " a rose left," as Christopher pret- 
tily put it, " in Miss Dora's cheeks, for Mrs. 
Griggs's next Wednesday's brilliant sairee.^^ 

It might have been the curacoa or the 
punch, that had elevated The Commodore 
so unusually. Certain it was, he was so full 
of his pranks that night, Gideon could do 
nothing with him; and, at last resigning 
him to Lady Bellshaw, off she went with 
him next to Betty and Sir Bradley — ^he, 
Mr. Wolff, not choosing to take part in the 
dance, but preferring to sink into a lounge, 
and look on, and watch the proceedings for 
his cUent. 

The fun got uproarious ! The Commodore 
seeming to be hardly sure whether he stood 
on his head or his feet. Never was such a 
scene ! Dora screamed — the May-Blossoms, 
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scattered in all directions, ran behind chairs 
and sofas for protection — Griggs bawled — 
John Dorking groaned — Archibald seized 
the poker— Warren the tongs— Betty sought 
refuge in Lady Bellshaw's extended arms — 
Sir Bradley behind a footman :— till, again 
getting his tail trodden on in the miUe by 
Harold, Cripple took a leap, and, running 
up his l)ack, squatted himself on his 
shoulder, and, quick as lightning, plucking 
the gold watch by its chain from the 
Comet's pocket, clapped it to his ear ,; then, 
eyeing it suspiciously, gave it a shake, then 
another, and, seemingly satisfied, threw it 
up to the ceiling ; then, making a spring, 
lighted on Sir Bradley's back, drew his wig 
off at a pull ; but seeing the poker and 
tongs coming, tossed it into the air, and, 
running for it, sought an asylum in his 
master's arms. 

This was carrying the joke too far. 

" You villain !" cried Gideon, at a glance 
from Betty ; " you would, would you ?" 
and, holding him down by main force, was 
about to let fall his upraised fist ; when, 
rushing to the rescue : — " no, no — spare him 
— spare him — for my sake — spare him this 
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time !" cried Lady Bellshaw, throwing her* 
self on her knees ; ** it was only in play — 
he meant no hann — no, no — I won*t have 
him hurt— we must not part bad friends in 
this way — must we, Cripple ?'* 

" The punch got in his head,** said Betty. 
" That's it," laughed Griggs. 
" That's it,*' agreed Harold, with a mag- 
nanimity made Dora's eyes sparkle ; and re- 
laxing his grasp of his throat, Gideon looked 
up at Miss Betty for further instructions ; 
when, making a sudden twist, Cripple got 
away ; and, in his rage, tearing off Dora 
Fawn's costly mechlin-lace scarf from her 
neck as he passed her, bolted out at the hall- 
door; got clear off; and, finding a snug 
comer somewhere in one of the outhouses, 
there took up his lodging for the nonce ; till, 
hunger drawing him out into daylight again, 
he sneaked into the kitchen, kissed hands, 
and was conveyed home in the landau, under 
strict charge of one of her Ladyship's own 
powdered fbotmen. 

Dora behaved no less heroically than 
Harold. 

Betty looked very grave at the torn scarf. 
" It's nothing," insisted Dora. " Poor 
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fcUow ! Harold ought to have taken better 
care, and not trodden so hard on his tail, 
a clumsy fellow !" 

" He, he, he, he, he !" 

" Real mechlin, true ?" asked Betty. 

** Yes— but don't think about iV* 

" Cost how much do you say ?*' 

" Oh, 1 ahnost forget" 

" Thirty guineas, wasn't it ?*' remembered 
Lady Bellshaw. 

" 1 can get it mended I dare say," smiled 
Dora. 

^* Thirty gmneas !" cried Betty. " My 
patience, a little fortune !" 

Next day. Miss Westminster paid Archi- 
bald Sharpe a visit, expressly about the gold 
watch and chain; aiid the wig; and the 
lace-scarf. But, Jacob being out on an er- 
rand, not even Gideon could arrive at the 
result of it ; but he could guess, and went 
" he, he, being'' about to the tune of it for 
a week after. 

Though not a silp^nce tiie richer, on 
Archibald's list, for that visit of his Aunt's, 
Warren was no loser by the Lowdon ball. 
He was, on the contrary, the gainer— so his 
heart flattered him — of a prize, no wealth in 
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his estimation was equivalent to ; and what 
wonder that he went to his hed that morn- 
ing, very, very happy I and very, very well 
satisfied with himself and all the world ? 

And Alice Harlowe. what had she gained 
by it ? That with which she, too, seemed 
perfectly contented. And, content being 
wealth, she felt very, very rich, too, indeed I 
which kept her awake — that was the worst 
of it — thinking how rich she was I till it was 
time to get up ; and then she looked very 
pale and puUed all the day, just as if she 
had not had a wink of sleep for a week, 
thinking of how very, very poor she was I 
But, rich as she was, she was richer far than 
she thought for ; for, incredible as it may 
appear, without having the remotest con- 
ception of it, she had gained the ardent ad- 
miration of no less a personage than Mr. 
Gideon Wolff. 
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